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'* She stood drinking in the beauty of the scene."—/* 20. 
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WEST DENE MANOR. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE COUSINS. 

" Gracious to all ; but where her love was due, 
So fast, so faithful, loyal, and so true. 
That a bold hand as soon might hope to force 
The lights of heaven, as change her course." 




"A rosebud set with little wilful thorns." 

E. Walter. 

IERHAPS few more comfortable 
rooms were to be found than the 
library at West Dene. If its 
original architect could have been reintroduced 
to it in this age of bric-d-brac, he might have 
had some difficulty in recognizing it, with its 
airy windows, its silken draperies, and innu- 
merable knick-knacks, as the gloomy though 
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2 WEST DENE MANOR. 

handsome wainscotted room which had been 
his pride some two centuries back. 

Perhaps it was an instance of the survival 
of the fittest, that the library had become, and 
remained, the favourite room in the house. 
Successive generations of Warhams had modi- 
fied its appearance in accordance with the 
prevailing fashion of the time ; but it had 
never lost its quaint old-world look; and it 
had an attraction which is absent from the 
most artistic of modern rooms. For no merely 
decorative art, however beautiful and fitting, 
can confer that peculiar charm which clings 
to a place that has been for many generations 
the home of refined and educated people 
whose traditions stretch far back. 

The library at West Dene had its halo of 
tradition too. Royalist and Jacobite had each 
in turn found shelter within its walls. The 
room that harboured them opened from it by 
means of a secret spring in one of its oaken 
panels. The portraits hanging on the walls 
were many of them dim with age ; but each 
had its own special story, forming a link with 
the past. 

And the Warhams gloried in their past. They 
were a proud race, and had more in their 
history to be proud of than many. Two centuries 
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ago they had been one of the wealthiest families 
in England; but now things were changed. 
Spendthrift sons, with no regard for the future, 
had squandered the carefully-amassed fortunes 
of their fathers; rents had fallen, harvests 
had failed, and with nothing to fall back 
upon, and fresh expenses to be met, the 
family had gradually become more and more 
impoverished. 

The late owner had died after a lingering 
illness, brought on, it was said, chiefly by the 
worry and anxiety caused by the state of his 
pecuniary affairs. To his son, a young fellow 
just beginning life, and practically penniless, 
was left as a legacy the alternative of paying 
off the heavy mortgage on the house, or leaving 
for ever the home of his fathers. 

Sad thoughts filled Helen Warham's mind 
as she sat at work in this same library one 
wet afternoon in June. The room was fragrant 
with flowers, which, arranged in every avail- 
able spot, formed brilliant masses of colouring 
against the dark panelling of the walls. The 
library w^as morning-room, drawing-room, and 
library in one now, for as the family party had 
become smaller, and the need of economy 
greater, the other rooms had been shut up, 
and the west, or library wing, as it was 
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4 W£Sr DENE MANOR. 

generally called, was the only part of the 
house now in use. To a careless observer the 
air of luxury and refinement about the room 
might seem a contradiction of the assertion 
of poverty. It was only, however, ^because 
skilful hands had taken pains to conceal 
defects, that this was so, and because the 
pictures and china so tastefully arranged about 
the room were old and valuable, tokens of 
the wealth and luxury the Warhams had 
known when the race was in its prime. 

It was between half-past four and five in 
the afternoon, as was attested by the dainty 
little tea-table with its furnishing of silver and 
old china, and the tempting array of delicate 
slices of home-made brown and white bread 
and butter. 

Helen was not alone, for her cousin Lilian, 
or, as she was more usually called. Fay, 
Gwynne, was reading, luxuriously curled up 
in the armchair opposite. 

For some time neither had spoken ; but the 
arrival of tea, or the quiet purring request of 
her cat to pay her some attention, roused Fay, 
and, throwing down her book, she abruptly 
broke the silence. 

" Nell, you will really drive me mad if you 
do any more of that work. For three hours 
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you have done nothing but * stitch, stitch, 
stitch/ as if your next meal depended on the 
amount you got through." 

" I should not have given you credit, Fay, 
for noticing so particularly what I was about, 
I thought your book was so interesting you 
had eyes and ears for nothing else." 

" Oh, there is a limit to everything ; and 
besides, I am out of all patience with the 
heroine — who, by the way, my dear Miss 
Helen, somewhat resembles you! She is 
just the same extremely good creature who 
sacrifices herself for everybody else, and gets 
no thanks for it. Oh, dear, how horribly wet 
it is ! No chance of its clearing, either ! And 
just when I had set my heart on that walk 
to Moorfields with you this evening. It really 
is too bad ! No, pussy, go down ; I don't feel 
inclined to play with you this afternoon " — this 
to the pretty soft Persian kitten which was 
vainly endeavouring to attract its mistress's 
attention. 

She flung herself down again impatiently 
in the armchair as she spoke, a charming 
picture of wilful childish discontent. She 
looked about seventeen, a pretty, unformed 
creature, half girl, half woman ; bright, eager, 
impulsive, and lovable ; a complete contrast 
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in every way to her dark-haired, dark-eyed 
cousin, Helen Warham, who, while lacking 
the vivacity of the younger girl, had a certain 
indefinable charm and sweetness of manner 
that was very attractive. The two were 
distant cousins ; but Fay Gwynne's home had 
been with the Warhams ever since she had 
been left an orphan some five years before, 

"Well, at least there is one little piece of 
excitement to look forward to, and that is the 
postman's visit," said Fay, after she had spent 
another ten minutes in railing at the weather. 

" Unless he doesn't come at all," put in 
Helen, *' which is as likely as not." 

*' Now don't throw cold water on my hopes," 
cried Fay. " Besides, if you don't expect letters, 
I do." 

Helen laughed. ^* To whom have you been 
writing lately, Fairy ? " she asked playfully. 

"Oh, to heaps of people — to the Verners, 
the Douglases, and the Fergussons. I am 
looking out for a summer invitation for you 
and me ; so I thought I would give these 
good people a hint that they might do worse 
than send us one for August or September." 

" Oh, Fay, you have surely never been so 
outspoken!" said Helen, reddening. 

Set your mind at rest, you model of 
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perfection ; I know perfectly well how to manage 
such aflfairs," replied her cousin. "Aunt Carrie 
will, I am sure, thoroughly approve; she is 
bemoaning your pale face and want of appetite, 
and she knows if left to yourself you will 
never stir from home on account of expense. 
Now, my plan is to bring such pressure to 
bear upon you, that you will have to do so 
whether you like it or not. And you must 
admit, Nell, that if any of these people ask 
us we cannot well refuse." 

" Perhaps not, but I hate the idea of fishing 
for an invitation; and I had quite made up 
my mind that we should not get away this 
summer, so you need not have written on my 
account." 

*' Nor did I ; it was one for you and two 
for myself. I should be moped to death if 
I stayed here the whole summer, with nothing 
to break the monotony of existence — but the 
visits of the Misses Pritchard and Mr. Dennis 
— though I know you get a good deal of 
pleasure out of these visits ; " and she laughed 
mischievously. 

Helen reddened, and was about to answer, 
when the simultaneous arrivals of Mrs.Warham 
and the postman interrupted the conversa- 
tion. 
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8 WEST DENE MANOR. 

" I am so glad you have come down, aunty. 
There will be some chance of getting tea now. 
Helen is so above the usual frailties of human 
nature, that a cup of afternoon tea is of no 
consequence to her ; but I have not yet reached 
that sublime stage of indifference to the good 
things of this life." 

'*My dear Fay," said Mrs. Warham, in a 
slightly peevish tone, *' I am sure you know 
you need not wait for Helen to give you your 
tea." 

** Oh ! I know that, aunty dear ; I was only 
joking. Ah, here come the letters! One, 
two, three for me ? You don't say so, Nell ! 
How delightful!" 

" Won't you have some tea first," said her 
cousin, mischievously ; " the excitement of 
getting so many at once must be very trying?" 

But Helen's joke was lost on Fay, who 
was by this time half-way through her first 
letter. 

"From whom have you heard, Helen?" 
asked Mrs. Warham, as her daughter handed 
her a cup of tea. 

'* From Ted, mother darling ; but I haven't 
opened it yet." 

"Better not, I should say, if it is written 
in the same strain as his last. We have 
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depression enough in the weather for one day 
at least." 

" Poor old Ted ; you must not be hard on 
him, h'ttle mother. He must have so much to 
bear.'' 

" Well, at any rate he gets sympathy enough. 
You just encourage him in his grumbling, 
Helen, I do believe. He has not more to 
bear than your poor father had ; but young 
people nowadays expect to find the world a 
bed of roses." 

Helen sighed. '* I don't think Ted really 
complains much," she said ; " and if he does, 
it is better that he should have an outlet for 
his grievances than that he should brood over 
them and grow hard and soured." 

*' Well, perhaps it is. I dare say I am hard 
on him, and you must forgive me, Nellie, when 
I speak crossly ; you know " 

Helen stopped the rest of the sentence with 
a kiss. 

" Aunty," here broke in Fay, " I have such 
nice letters from Edith Verner and May 
Douglas. They both want us to stay with 
them later on. Isn't it delightful ? " 

".From whom is your third letter ? " asked 
Helen. 

"Oh, I haven't opened it yet. The hand- 
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writing looks like Mrs. Singleton's. Just give 
me another cup of tea, Nell, while I see what 
it says. How delightful ! " she exclaimed, after 
reading a few lines. " It is from Mrs. Single- 
ton. She wants us all to spend a day at 
Redcourt three weeks hence. There is to be 
some fuss about a concert-room or town-hall 
at Ilkeston." 

" Which is it ? " asked Helen, laughing. 

" I really cannot make out. Mrs. Singleton 
writes as usual atrociously. But it does not 
much matter. They expect some member of 
Parliament or other to go down and speechify 
on the occasion. There will be a number of 
grand people there, and Mrs. Singleton thinks 
there will be some good fun at Redcourt, as 
they are to provide tea for the party. She 
says she has given us a long invitation, that 
there may be no chance of a previous engage- 
ment keeping us away. I suppose we may 
go, aunty ? " 

"We must think about it, my dear," said 
Mrs. Warham. '* I should be very glad to 
accept, but I do not quite like taking so much 
hospitality from the Singletons when we can 
never hope to return it." 

" But, aunty, they know we do not entertain, 
and I think Mrs. Singleton would be quite 
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hurt if we thought of refusing for that reason," 
said Fay. 

"Well, we will have a chat over the pros 
and cons this evening," replied Mrs. Warham, 
"if your patience will hold out so long," she 
added, smiling. 
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CHAPTER II. 

GATHERING CLOUDS. 

** So Others shall 
Take patience, labour, to their heart and hand, 
From thy hand and thy heart, and thy brave cheer, 
And God's grace fructify through thee to all." 

lELEN had waited until she was 
alone to read her brother's letter. 
She felt instinctively that there 
would be no good news in it, and she shrank 
from increasing in the least degree her mother s 
depression. 

So the evening was spent in discussing the 
invitations that had been received that after- 
noon, and in making plans for their acceptance. 
Fay's high spirits were contagious, and the 
little party broke up for the night in a much 
more cheerful mood than they had been in 
during the day. 
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Once in her own room, however, the gloomy 
thoughts that had been oppressing her lately- 
returned to Helen in full force. 

It was one of those soft balmy nights so 
frequent in early summer. All traces of the 
rain had disappeared, the sky was cloudless, 
and a brilliant moon was flooding the landscape 
in a haze of silver light. Through the open 
lattice was borne a delicious fragrance from the 
flowers in the garden below. 

Helen threw herself down in the low chair 
by the window, through which the moonlight 
streamed, casting quaint, grotesque shadows 
about the room, and throwing into strong relief 
her slender white-draped figure against the 
dark background. The beauty of the evening 
seemed to have little power to soothe her, sen- 
sitive though she usually was to such influences ; 
to-night she felt too sad to be moved by them. 

'* How foolish of me," she thought, " to 
dread Ted's letter so. I don't suppose things 
are really worse than when he last wrote ; but 
it will be terrible," she murmured, *'if we have 
to leave West Dene. Oh, God ! anything but 
that," she said in a broken voice. Slowly she 
opened the letter, and began to read — 

" My dearest Nell," it ran, " I am in no mood 
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14 WEST DENE MANOR. 

for writing cheerfully to-night, and had half a 
mind not to write at all. It seems too bad to 
trouble you with my grievances, and yet it 
does help to have some one to whom to write 
about them. 

" Life in the office is more dull and intoler- 
able than ever. I am heartily sick of it. You 
will probably blame me for losing heart, but I 
think you will agree that courage is impossible 
under the circumstances. If I saw that the 
work I am doing was leading to anything 
worth having, I would throw my whole heart 
into it, but the fact is, my life is just being 
wasted here. 

" I have laughed at myself often when re- 
calling the day-dreams I had when I first 
entered the firm. I was to make a fortune in 
a year, I believe. Well, I have had bitter 
experience since then. I have learnt how 
hard it is for a man without influence to get 
on in this world, even in this radical age. 
There are men in the office I work in who 
have grown grey in the service of the firm, 
and many of them have no better positions 
than I ; while to others — mere brainless boys 
— are given the most important posts, because, 
forsooth, they have rich fathers or uncles whom 
it would be impolitic to offend. Is it likely, 
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GATHERING CLOUDS. 15 

then, that I, whose relatives fight shy of me 
because I am not ashamed to do honest work, 
can have any very brilliant prospect before 
me? 

" I have given up all hope of saving West 
Dene. I have seen the lawyers again, but 
they can give me no help. Witherington was 
as cold as ice when I met him the other day — 
the way of the world, I suppose. He fawned 
enough as long as he thought there was any- 
thing to be got out of us. 

" Uncle Beauchamp refuses help. He says 
as I have lowered myself already so much as 
to go into trade, he really cannot see any 
reason for my wishing to retain a place whose 
owners had always hitherto been gentlemen. 
I felt inclined to write and ask him whether 
he considered it more gentlemanly to live in 
debt than to work for an honest living ; but 
I refrained. From our other relatives I can 
hope for nothing. I remember father used to 
say we were well off to have so few near 
relatives, but one feels now that one or two 
rich uncles would be useful, if only they were 
generously inclined. 

" I have written like this, dear Nell, because 
I wish you to see how small the chance is of 
saving West Dene. You must accustom mother 
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to the thought of the change. It will be terribly 
hard for her. I think now she scarcely realizes 
the state of affairs, and fancies some great piece 
of good luck will turn up to save us at the 
last moment; but you must tell her that that 
is a very vain hope. To me the whole thing 
is like some hideous dream. To leave West 
Dene, that has been in the family for centuries ; 
to lose sight of it ; to think of others occupying 
it who have no interest in its associations ; and 
ourselves, to whom every stone is dear, shut 
out ; oh, the thought is unbearable ! I feel as 
if all hope would go out of life when we bid 
the old home farewell. But it is wrong to 
speak so; we have still got each other, and 
this trial must serve to link us closer. I will 
try as you say, dear Nell, to think that all is 
ordered for the best. If I had your faith and 
sweet unselfish spirit, I should bear trouble 
better than I do. Still, your very influence 
has made me better than I should otherwise 
have been. 

" God bless you, my dearest Nell. I have 
not heart for more to-night. 

" Your affectionate brother, 

"Edward Warham." 

Helen's tears were falling- fast as she finished 
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reading. " Poor darling Ted/' she murmured. 
" Oh, if only I could help him ! " 

She rose and went to the window. Outside 
it was as clear as daylight. Beneath stretched 
the flower-garden — amass of brilliant blooms ; 
beyond that, the lawn, bounded by woodland 
and shrubbery, sloped down to the river, which 
gleamed like a streak of silver in the distance, 
while a soft summer mist veiled the landscape 
beyond. It was a scene very familiar to Helen 
— one associated with her earliest childhood. 
Ever since she could remember, she had given 
it her last look before sleeping, and her first 
on rising in the morning. She tried to picture 
to herself different surroundings, the life they 
would lead when West Dene was theirs no 
longer ; but memory was stronger than imagi- 
nation, and the thousand and one associations, 
called up by the different familiar objects 
around her, brought back only memories of 
the happy past. 

She looked round the dim old room, with 
its dark panelled walls and lattice windows. 
In the moonlight, every object in it stood out 
in startling relief. Her thoughts flew back to 
the early days when it had served as nursery 
for Ted and herself. Little scenes she recalled 
of their childish games together; their little 
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quarrels and differences, which, while they 
ruffled the surface, did not disturb the deep 
current of their love for each other, which had 
increased with each succeeding year. 

Vividly, as if it had only happened the day 
before, she recalled Ted s going to school, his 
sorrow at parting with her, tempered by boy- 
like excitement at the thought of the new life 
before him. She remembered her feeling of 
desolation ; how she had crept up to the nur- 
sery, or schoolroom, as it was then called, and 
how the sight of the books and toys they 
had shared together only made her heart ache 
more than before ; how her mother had found 
her sitting there lonely and miserable, and had 
comforted her with a gentleness and tender- 
ness that she had seldom shown her before, 
which filled her childish heart with loving 
gratitude. 

She recalled the thrill of joy she felt when, 
returning home shortly afterwards from a visit, 
her mother had brought her up to the old 
familiar room, transformed into a very bower 
of loveliness. Bright draperies relieved the 
gloom of the panelled walls, some favourite 
pictures were hung here and there ; prettily- 
carved book-stands, arranged in different cor- 
ners, held her most treasured books; and in 
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her favourite spot, by the south window, stood 
the daintiest of writing-tables, and the most 
comfortable of easy-chairs. 

What pride she had taken in the room since 
then ! How everything which added to its 
quaint beauty was welcomed ; how she had 
loved to brighten the dark walls with flowers, 
varying the harmony of colouring from day 
to day. Somehow, the room seemed part of 
herself, associated with the happiest as well as 
the saddest time in her life, and she realized 
more fully than before what a blank would be 
left when it was no longer hers. 

Then her thoughts wandered to Ted sitting, 
perhaps, even then, disheartened and sorrowful 
in his lonely London lodging. She thought of 
his brave-hearted struggle against misfortune, 
and a deep yearning came over her to help 
him in some way. Her love for her brother 
was the strongest feeling in her nature. From 
their earliest years they had been devoted to 
each other, and the feeling had strengthened 
as they grew older. What plans she had built 
for his future ! What day-dreams they had 
indulged in together of what his career was 
to be ; and now it seemed as if all their hopes 
were crushed ! 

" Oh, if there were only something I could 
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do for him," she murmured. "His life must 
not, it shall not, be wasted like this ! " she 
exclaimed vehemently ; then, throwing herself 
on her knees, she prayed fervently that a way 
might be shown her in which she could be of 
some help to her brother in his trouble, but 
that if it were not Gods will to answer her 
prayer in the way she wished, he would yet 
give them both strength to do their duty in 
the life that was ordered for them. 

She rose, feeling calmer and happier. She 
went and leant against the lattice window, and 
a wonderful feeling of peace stole over her 
heart as she stood drinking in the beauty of 
the scene. The soft night air playing on her 
brow seemed to bring with it a message of 
comfort, and happier thoughts filled her heart. 

Lost in these, she did not notice a gentle 
tap on the door. It was opened gently, and 
there stood Fay in a white dressing-gown, 
looking like a ghost in the moonlight. Helen 
gave a sudden start. 

" I am so sorry to have frightened you, Nell, 
but really my patience wasn't equal to the task 
of standing outside your door in the cold until 
it should please your ladyship to bid me enter," 
she said, merrily, as she perched herself on the 
end of the sofa near Helen's chair. "What 
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have you been about ? Star-gazing, I sup- 
pose," she went on. "Well, the atmosphere 
is certainly favourable for it to-night Nell, I 
do believe," she said, suddenly, " that you have 
been crying ! " 

In a moment she was at her cousin s side, 
the tone of light banter exchanged for one of 
tender, loving sympathy. 

*' Nell, darling, do tell me what is troubling 
you ? Is it these invitations ? You don't 
want to go to Redcourt ? or what is it ? 
How horridly selfish I am ! I never thought 
about your feelings in the matter a bit." 

" It isn't that," said Helen, in a choked voice. 
" We must leave West Dene, Fay ; Ted says 
there is no hope of saving it. Uncle Beau- 
champ was our last chance, and he has failed 
us." She broke down, and hid her face in her 
hands. 

Fay did not attempt to comfort her, but let 
her tears have their way. 

"You may read Ted's letter. Fay dear," 
said Helen, drying her tears and striving to 
steady her voice. 

" My poor Nell, I am so sorry ! " Fay said, 
as she returned it 

Both sat silent for some minutes : then Fay, 
seeing her cousin was calmer, said suddenly — 
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" Nell, we must not give up all hope yet." 

Helen shook her head. "I am afraid we 
must. You see what Ted says. Uncle Beau- 
champ is the only relative we have who is in 
a position to help us, and he won't do it. Our 
other relatives are very few in number, and 
they are all poor.'* 

" Then we must bring pressure to bear on 
Uncle Beauchamp," said Fay. ** What an old 
screw he must be ! " 

Helen smiled. " It is not so easy to do that 
as you think. From what I remember of him 
it is very unlikely that even you, my airy fairy 
Lilian, could influence him. Besides, the sum 
required is a large one, and, for all I know, he 
really may not be able to afford it ; he may not 
be so rich as we think." 

Fay meditated for some time. " How 
wretched it is that I have only three hundred 
pounds a year of my own," she said, at last ; 
** and even that I can't do what I like with, so 
Tm afraid I am of no use. I know," she said, 
a bright thought striking her. "If we could 
get hold of any one who has some influence 
with the head of Ted's firm, that might be a 
help." 

*' I don't think so. Fay dear. The sum of 
money wanted is large, and we have no 
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security to offer for it. It is the sort of thing 
only a great and very generous friend or 
relative could do ; and as Uncle Beauchamp 
has failed us, our last chance is gone." 

"Well, Nell," said Fay, " I don't intend to 
despair about West Dene ; I feel confident 
something will turn up. Besides, you should 
make allowance for Ted's low spirits. Of 
course he takes a gloomy view of things, and 
he knows he may grumble because he has 
such a sweet, unselfish sister, who doesn't 
mind how miserable she is herself as long as 
she can be a comfort to others.'' 

" But just think, Fay, what a blow it will be 
to mother to leave this place," said Helen. 

" But I feel sure we are not going to leave," 
said Fay, quickly. " I have a presentiment 
that all will yet come right; so don't croak, 
you dear old raven," she said caressingly. 

" Fay, I must apply the same principle to 
you as you do to Ted. If I am not to be led 
away by his gloomy views, I must certainly 
beware of being carried in the opposite 
direction by your hopeful ones. You are a 
regular optimist, and no more to be relied on 
for an unbiassed view in the matter than a 
thorough-going pessimist." 

Fay laughed, " Perhaps I am," she said ; 
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" but rd rather take bright views of life than 
gloomy ones, because, you see, misfortune and 
trouble come to you unasked ; but happiness 
and pleasant things have generally to be looked 
for ; and you know ^ who seeks finds/ " 

There was another long pause in the 
conversation ; both girls were thinking busily. 
Suddenly Fay looked up. 

" Nell, where do you think we should go if 
we had to leave West Dene ? " 

"To some little country village, I suppose, 
where we could bury ourselves from the 
world," replied Helen. " Mother would never 
like London after living here; else London 
would be better, for then we might be near 
Ted, and I might find work that might 
possibly help us." 

" But aunty lived in London a great deal 
when she was first married, I thought," said 
Fay. 

"Yes; but I think she got tired of it, and 
since she has been delicate she has preferred 
living here." 

"I always wonder," Fay went on, "how 
aunty, who loved gaiety so much, could give 
it up so suddenly, and be contented with such 
a very quiet life now." 

" Poor little mother, I do not think there 
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was really much choice in the matter! But 
there — we will not discuss that. Dear father 
always said having to give up town enjoyments 
and gaieties was a blessing in disguise. My 
mother s health improved so much during the 
latter years of his life ; and Ted and I were 
stronger and happier for remaining here, and 
being more constantly under their eyes. You 
knew little of my father, Fay ; he took such a 
delight in training and educating us both." 

"You have been more fortunate than I, 
Helen. I never had much training; that is 
perhaps why I am so wilful and pleasure- 
loving.*' 

"You are a dear, bright companion to all 
of us. Doctor Gray told mother when you 
first came to us, that you reminded him of a 
wild pink hedge-rose." 

" Wild and full of thorns, eh, Nell ? " 

" No ; fresh and rosy and free. Fay. But 
go away to your bed now, dear, or you will 
lose your beauty sleep, and come down to- 
morrow a white rose instead of a red." 
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CHAPTER III. 

IN A woodman's cot. 

" Such was our friend, formed on the good old plan — 
A true and brave and downright honest man." 
♦ « * ♦ « 

" We need some rugged, natural souls, 

Who will not trim to the prevailing fashion, 
Who must speak out their open thought 
In wholesome, honest passion." 

JF you please, Miss Helen," said 
Bryant, the cook, as her young 
mistress came in from a walk one 
evening, *' Master Spence has just called, and 
he said, would you do him the great kindness 
to address a letter for him to his son as is 
gone out to settle in the west of America." 

Bryant was a good-hearted soul, born and 
bred in the neighbourhood, and interested in all 
her cottage neighbours' affairs. She was always 
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ready and willing to make good broth for an 
invalid, and to make the best of all the scraps 
and ends. To many a tramp — Bryant would 
have called them all " travellers " in the kind- 
ness of her heart — was a good bowl of soup 
given at the kitchen door, made from materials 
that a finer, cook would have wasted. Her 
manners were rustic, but Helen liked her the 
better for that. 

" Did he leave the letter, Bryant ? " 

" No, miss ; he said he would call again a 
little later." 

'* I'll run down to his cottage after tea," said 
Helen. 

She was in a restless, depressed mood, and 
was glad to have something to take her 
thoughts, even for a time, away from the one 
topic which was so continually absorbing them 
now. 

Her mother and Fay had driven down to 
Redminster that afternoon, and were spending 
the evening at the Rectory, so that they would 
not be home until nine or ten o'clock. 

" ril just get your tea ready myself quickly. 
Miss Helen," said Bryant. " Rhodes has gone 
out somewhere for the mistress." 

As she set the things on the table, she con- 
tinued, **This is their first letter to him since 
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he's been gone, Miss Helen, and his mother 
is anxious that it shall reach him safely — it's a 
tough job for them to write a letter ; and his 
sisters as is married has put some to it as well. 
The inside is all right, he says, but if you d 
kindly write the address on it, he thinks it 
would reach him safer; and he said perhaps 
you d be able to tell them when it would be 
likely to get there." 

Master Spence, as he was always called, was 
an old woodman who lived just within the great 
fir wood, about a quarter of a mile or so from 
West Dene. His cottage stood in a clearing 
among the trees, and a picturesque little place 
it looked, with its background of spruce, larch, 
and Scotch fir, its porch covered with roses 
and honeysuckle, and the bright old-fashioned 
flowers in the front garden, which were the 
pride of the old man and his wife. 

Helen found him standing at his gate; a 
notable figure, nearly seventy years of age, but 
holding himself as erect as any man of twenty- 
seven, and over six feet in height. His dark 
grey eyes were bright and searching ; nothing 
escaped them — past master in all woodcraft 
was he. From his boyhood he had led a tem- 
perate and regular life in the woodlands ; it had 
been early to bed and early to rise with him all 
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his days. Time and life had used his wife 
gently, too ; they were a happy and well- 
matched pair ; and as the old man s talk was 
full of a certain kind of quaint wisdom, and his 
spirit was devout and reverent, Helen used to 
like to call in and have a chat with him some- 
times. The fir wood had once belonged to 
West Dene ; but that was many years ago. 
Since then the wood had twice changed hands ; 
each successive owner, however, retaining the 
services of honest John Spence, who was too 
valuable and trusty a servant to be dismissed. 
For his part, he clung to the place which had 
been his home so long, and where all his 
children had been born, and where he and his 
wife had been very happy; so, though the 
change of landlords was a sore grief to him, 
he bore it for the sake of keeping "the old 
place," as he called it. 

'* He is the eldest, you know. Miss Helen, 
and he carries my name, you see," he remarked, 
whilst Helen addressed the letter. 

" Yes," she replied, *' and he was like you — 
clever and industrious, too. I have always 
wondered that he needed to go to America." 

"Aye, he was all there about his work ; but 
he said things seemed altering somehow, and 
he couldn't fancy 'em. They are, too, some 
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way or other; we don't seem free to move 
about and do as we did in years gone by. 'Twas 
a terrible blow to mother when he left us ; we 
can't expect our sons and daughters to keep 
always with us — 'tis only nature they should 
have places of their own to bide in. But," 
he went on, "it frets her to know he's in a 
strange land, divided from us by thousands o' 
miles of water ; and it hurts me too, to come 
home and see his chair empty, and never to 
hear his footsteps comin' up the garden path 
no more. He was a good lad, was John ; often 
when she and I are sitting quiet by the fire, I 
know as we're both thinkin' on him, though we 
say no word. There's the others left, and 
we've much to be thankful for ; but it's always 
hard to lose the eldest born." 

" I dare say it seems hard to you, too, having 
a new landlord. I hear he has made many 
alterations about the land." 

" Ay, that he has, Miss Helen ; things was 
different in old Squire Westlake's time ; and 
in your grandfather's, too," he added, " though 
its many a year since he was our landlord. 
They'd think o' them as had lived on their 
land round about for generations, many of 'em. 
Squire Westlake, now, used to give away so 
many trees every winter. He'd call him as 
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was head of the woodmen in, and he'd ask him 
'bout all the families round ; how many there 
was in such a cottage, an' how many in such 
another, an' then he'd bid him go mark so 
many trees, each accordin' to the size of the 
family, an' have 'em cut down. An' the men 
they'd draw 'em down th' hill home, tip over 
shoulder; an' there d be firewood to last 'em 
the winter out. Now it's pnly on some o' the 
commons as they're allowed to cut down the 
dry brake for litter to the cattle, an' for 
the thatchin' o' the pigsties, and the coverin' 
in o' the vegetables. On the twenty-fifth o' 
August they begins on Graymore, an' they're 
at it early enough that morning. But some 
places they mayn't do even that. The old 
gentry that many o' the estates round here 
belonged to has died out, an' the properties 
fallen into the hands of other folk as is strange 
to the old ways and customs." 

John waxed warm with his subject, and went 
on for some time. Helen was an indulgent 
listener. 

"The forest was, and is, free for all com- 
moners to cut to a certain limit, both brake 
and firewood, and for horses and horned cattle 
to graze. But there's some as is not contented 
with their own, but must needs lay heads 
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together to try to get what by rights belongs 
to us, and has done, from father to son, for 
generations. What has come of it ? Naught 
but a bad feeling towards the whole lot — root 
and branch. You'll excuse me getting a bit 
warm. Miss Helen ; your family has always 
been kind and considerate to them as lived 
near them. You see, miss, folk come down 
here often with plenty of money, and the first 
thing they do is to set about changin' the place 
and the customs." 

*'Oh, but Spence," said Helen, quickly, *'it 
is just people like that, with plenty of capital, 
who are so needed in the country now. Look 
at the improvements that have been made 
round here by people who have bought up the 
old estates ! It is they who help the churches, 
build the schools, and improve the cottages of 
their tenants. And think," she continued, 
" what freedom there is under the new system 
to what there was under the old. The small 
tenants were simply at the mercy of their 
squire ; and if he happened to be selfish and 
tyrannical, as was not unfrequently the case, 
think what their plight was." 

** Well, well, miss, it may be so. You should 
have a talk with my Tom ; he's all that way 
of thinking ; but mother and me likes the old 
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ways best The forest, at any rate/' he went 
on, "has never been hurt nor disfigured by 
any of us ; no, never ! The more brake is cut 
— of course, only in the dead time of it — the 
better it comes up next season. The same 
with our firewood. Too much crowding kills 
things, no matter what. They must have room 
to live, and you must bear in mind that all 
these things are self-sown. Even the black- 
cocks are going. There used to be a tidy 
sprinkling of 'em once. What is the reason, 
do ye ask ? Why this : We never meddled 
with 'em — no. We used to like to see 'em at 
play as we worked in the woods. But it's this : 
some of the parties about here, that have 
bought places and settled down, know no more 
about shootin' than the cows that run the 
common ; but they like to show 'em in a case, 
and say, ' See this brace of black game I shot.' 
Some of us know who snared em ; we do, I 
tell ye. And we know, too, as it's very well 
to have a gamekeeper that ain't too particklar ; 
you know what that means, miss. * Hired for 
the season, eh 'i ' Well, most of his time is 
passed in a public; there's one we knows of 
that won't be about here long, I reckon. 'Twas 
on'y the other week he was caught decoying 
game off another man's ground by fancy 
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feeding. It's come to something. Why, in 
times gone by a gentleman would have horse- 
whipped the employer of such a rat. There's 
no working with a bad tool. There's such a 
thing as breed and blood in men, women, and 
dogs ; and it shows itself in their actions. No ; 
in times past it was pleasure to meet and speak 
with the old gentry, but they seems nearly 
done with. A little more time, and we shall 
be out of it for good — mother and me.* 

" Before he went away — my boy — he says 
to me, ' Father, things is slewed round. There's 
changes come for the worse, not better, and 
I must have living room.' He won't starve, 
for they've been brought up, all of 'em, to be 
handy ; and all his tools went with him. I'm 
thankful to say none o' mine is shiftless, boys 
nor girls. He can make himself a house, for 
axe and billhook he has handled from a child ; 
and he knows how to manage stock and farm 
work. He can shoot, too; so we don't fret 
about him on that score. We may see him 
once more before we die, or it may not be ; 
God knows. 'AH things work together for 
good to them that love God,' the Bible tells us, 
no matter how hard they may seem at the time." 

* For much of old Spencers talk and Sally Grant's portrait 
I am indebted to " A Son of the Marshes." — J. A. Owen. 
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Here the old man paused. 

"There, master, don't say no more; ye'U 
just fret yourself and make Miss Helen un- 
happy, too," said his wife, who had noticed 
the sad look that had gradually spread over 
Helen's face as she listened, with her gaze 
fixed on the fir woods, which were reflecting 
the crimson glory of the setting sun. 

The old man's regrets found an echo in her 
own heart ; but she roused herself as the old 
woman spoke, and said — 

" But some of the changes are for the better ; 
don't you think so ? There is better education, 
and there are more openings for those who 
have ability." 

"It may work itself out all right, miss — no 
doubt it will ; but not in mother's time and 
mine. We was down to cousin May's, in 
Waketown, last Michaelmas, and his family is 
getting on finely, so he told me; but they 
wasn't same as we like to see young boys and 
girls ; they had their say about everything, and 
little respect for their elders and their betters." 

" Have you heard that old Sally Grant is 
dead. Miss Helen ? " asked Mrs. Spence. 

" No ; when did she die } Was she ill 
long?" 

** Last night nothing ailed her, only old age 
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— nigh on to a hundred she was. Mighty 
stomecky and high-handed she was ; and alius 
the same, so far as I can recklect. Peart to 
the last ; she reckoned she'd do all right when 
the weather got warm again. There ain't 
many same as she's bin in her time. Father 
here remembers, when she was seventy year 
old, her comin' down the road with a crate o' 
spring chicken strapped on her shoulders, an' 
a stick in her hand. One o' the farmers was 
comin' by in his cart, and out o' kind feelin' 
like, he sez to her, 'Will ye hev a ride, old 
lady?' She turns on him sharp as a cat, an' 
sez, ' Who be yer callin' old lady ? drat yer 
imperence ; no, I wun't. 'Tis on'y lazy people 
rides in carts.' " 

" Tell the young lady about her tacklin' the 
keeper, father." 

"Ay, that was a set out," rejoined the old 
man. "You see, miss, she kept one o' they 
big wood-owls, a pet like, tame as tame could 
be 'twas ; his wings warn't cut a bit, an' he 
used to bide in the yew tree near her door. 
You've seen him yourself times and oft, I 
reckon. Well, when she went out, he'd hoot, 
and come on her shoulders, an' frame about 
curious like. She was mighty fond o' that 
bird, and so he was o' her. She's been heard 
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call him her dear old fellar. They was a 
crotchety couple, an' no mistake. Old Sally 
kep' her garden in trim order, an' there warn't 
a better garden nowhere round here. An' 
rabbits warn't troublesome to her ; for if one 
came nippin' round her place, she had him 
sure. Well, there was a keeper come down 
here for one o' the gentlemen, an' his beat laid 
round her place. The old lady warn't able to 
abide the sight o' him, for he was rather a 
meddlesome party. One day he'd bin lookin' 
round as usual, an' sayin' how well things was 
doin' in her garden. An' he leans over the 
gate and sez he'd like to see her old owl. 
* See my old owl ? No, that you wun't ! But 
you shall feel a scrub broom in a jiff.' She'd 
got a rabbit stewin' in her pot on the fire at 
the time ; an' the old creatur swung that broom 
'bout most 'mazin' active like. I was near by, 
and saw it all. Didn't I laugh at the way the 
keeper cleared out. No, there ain't many left 
like old Sally Grant." 

'* Was she a religious woman ? " asked Helen. 
*' She lived so far from our part of the village, 
where I have always visited, that I seldom 
saw her ; and she was so independent, that she 
gave one very little chance of being friendly 
with her/' 
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"That's true, an' no mistake; she was a 
strange old lady all round," answered John. 
" Mr. Eyre went to see her a week or so afore 
she died, an' he told me she'd a good bit o' 
the heathen about her. She told him nobody 
couldn't say as she'd ever bin a bad liver, 
an' she'd alius kep' herself to herself, an' she 
reckoned if the Lord treated her as she'd alius 
treated Him, there warn't much cause for fear. 
He was a bit troubled about her, was Mr. 
Eyre, an' sez he to me, 'We must pray for 
her, Master Spence ; ' but, bless you, she war 
gone afore he could get nigh her again." 

**The Lord is merciful," said Mrs. Spence. 
" I know Mr. Eyre 'ud be as good as his word ; 
an' perhaps his prayers brought light to the 
poor soul afore she slipt away, as none knows 
of. He's a good man is Mr. Eyre." 

'*Ay, indeed he is," rejoined her husband. 
" To think o' a man like that as might ha' been 
one of the first doctors o' the day, givin' up all 
his hopes an' comin' to settle down here among 
us poor folk. You wouldn't find many as 'ud 
do that, and all out o' pure love o' his fellow- 
creatures. Why, bless you, most everybody 
round has a good word to say of Mr. Eyre." 

'* Ay, that they have!" put in Mrs. Spence. 
"Even they folks that's always a-crying out 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



m A WOODMAN'S COT. 39 

'bout folks above them can't lay hold on 
anything against he. He lives too unselfish- 
like for that." 

What the old couple said was true. There 
are few, very feW, who give up their life as 
Eyre did, to spend it wholly in the service of 
others. He had distinguished himself as a 
medical student, and, in the opinion of many, 
a promising career lay before him. To the 
bitter disappointment of many of his friends, 
he renounced it, and buried himself in the little 
village of West Dene, there to devote himself 
heart and soul to the people. 

The village had been rather badly off for 
doctors before that, for the gentry went to 
Redminster for their medical men. The 
villagers had rather a distrust of doctors, too, 
and preferred trusting to the herb medicines 
concocted by the old women of the place ; so 
that, when Henry Eyre came to West Dene, 
he found much to discourage him. Through 
all, he never lost heart, but worked steadily 
on, till at last none could withhold their respect 
from him. He was an earnest Christian, and 
followed more literally than is thought neces- 
sary by many the commands of the great 
Founder of Christianity ; and it was just be- 
cause he was so consistent — because he so truly 
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was what he professed to be, that the contempt 
he had met with at first changed to admiration, 
and distrust to confidence. 

"Must you be going, Miss Helen?" said 
Mrs. Spence, as the girl rose. " Nearly nine 
o'clock, is it ? The time slips by when youVe 
by us. Good night ; my old man will see you 
safe home, miss." 

Helen would not let the old man go farther 
than his garden gate. As she walked slowly 
back in the soft summer twilight, she thought 
how sad these good kind hearts would be if 
her home were to pass into strange hands, and 
their family were to leave the place. Another 
change it would be for them to fret about. 

That evening she lay long awake ; but when 
sleep came to her weary eyes, her heart was 
comforted by some words which had struck 
her in a book she had lately been reading: 
"He who sets kings on their thrones, heeds 
and pities the sparrows in their fall." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WEST DENE AND ITS SQUIRE. 

" A fearless genUeman, 
Of seemly frame and soul above disguise. 

» * » » 

Hearty of voice, with genial hands and eyes." 

llTTLE by little the West Dene 
estate had passed out of the hands 
of its owners, till now almost all that 
was left of it was the old manor house itself. 

With his wife's fortune the late owner had 
hoped to tide over his difficulties and make a 
fresh start, if not in wealth, in comfort. He 
was devotedly attached to the old home ; and 
when he brought his bride to it, a pleasant 
vista stretched before him of a life of quiet, 
happy usefulness, in which his beautiful young 
wife would have a share. He cared little for 
society, and did not wish to associate much 
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with those people round about West Dene, 
who looked upon the Warhams and their 
poverty with scarcely concealed contempt. 
" Oh, they are a decayed family," was the 
significant remark applied to them. 

In making plans, however, Richard War- 
ham had left out a very important item in his 
calculations, and that was, the knowledge of 
how far his wife would be in sympathy with 
him. It was strange how blind he must have 
been to her character to suppose that she, who 
before her marriage had been the gayest of 
the gay, would consent to settle down for good 
in a place like West Dene, where there was 
nothing to amuse or interest a nature like hers. 
His hopes were rudely shattered. "If your 
means will not allow of our living in town 
during the season," she said, when he remon- 
strated about expense, "my fortune will; and 
I certainly do not intend to live here the whole 
year round." 

Richard Warham gave in, as he generally 
did when his wife was concerned. Her happi- 
ness was always his first consideration. Though 
he disliked society, he went for some years 
regularly to London every season with his 
wife, counting the days until he could return 
to his beloved West Dene. 
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At last ill-health, brought on by excitement 
and overstrained nerves, brought Mrs. War- 
ham for some years to an invalid's couch, and 
all gaiety was out of the question. By this 
time, too, she was tired of it; she had tried 
it, and found it wanting. Yearning for some- 
thing more satisfying, she opened her heart 
to her husband and children ; and though the 
effects of her previous life of vanity and selfish- 
ness remained, in a tendency to irritability of 
temper and depression of spirits, the sweet 
home influences, and the love by which she 
was surrounded, gradually brought a rest and 
peace to her heart that she had never known 
before. 

After this, the stream of their life flowed on 
with little to ruffle its surface. Though the 
broad lands which had belonged to his fathers 
had passed away from the Squire of West 
Dene, Richard Warham never forgot the in- 
fluence that belonged to his family by reason 
of its name and ancestry. Wherever it could 
be done without interference with the rights of 
others, he exercised it in promoting reforms 
of all kinds that had for their purpose the 
welfare of the people. In everything he was 
thoroughly liberal-minded. He strove to inte- 
rest Mrs. Warham in his plans for the good 
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of the cottagers; and though with her there 
was small practical outlet, yet she learnt from 
his example a warmer sympathy with the poor 
of all classes. 

If his wife, however, only feebly seconded 
his efforts, his children made up for her lack 
of interest by the enthusiasm with which they 
adopted his ideas. Little radicals he used 
to call them; and he enjoyed listening to 
their crude, childish notions, which had for their 
foundation a real warm-hearted love for their 
fellow-creatures — especially for those whose 
worldly circumstances were not so fortunate 
as their own. This he did all in his power 
to encourage, by giving them constant oppor- 
tunities of coming in contact with their poorer 
neighbours. His own manner with such people 
was a singularly happy one, and both his chil- 
dren inherited it. He brooked no familiarity, 
but, on the other hand, he was never patron- 
izingly familiar himself, as is the way of many. 
As one old woman in the village expressed it, 
" The Warhams treated poor folk just as they 
treated their own drawing-room visitors." 

Richard Warham had taken special pains to 
train his son, Edward, in his own ideas ; and 
the boy had rewarded his fathers care. He 
was keenly alive to the possibilities of influence 
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that still remained to them, in spite of the 
reverses which had robbed them of the one 
influence which seems nowadays the para- 
mount one — that of wealth. He was as deeply 
interested as his father in all reforms that 
aimed at increasing the welfare and happiness 
of the people. He was an enthusiastic ad- 
mirer of Charles Kingsley, and got up during 
one of his holidays a lending library in the 
village, solely for the purpose of making known 
the works of that genial and clear-sighted 
writer. Nor were his sympathies confined to 
the village of West Dene. In Redminster, 
the sleepy cathedral city which was their 
nearest town, the Warhams were well known 
and respected. Through their warm friend- 
ship with the rector of one of its churches, 
Dr. Gray, they were brought into contact 
with a number of people in whose lives they 
interested themselves. 

With boys, Edward was always a special 
favourite, and the boys in Redminster and 
West Dene thoroughly appreciated him. He 
took an interest in their games, and encou- 
raged the more thoughtful among them to 
cultivate a love of natural history, giving every 
opportunity to those who showed a real in- 
terest in the subject to improve their know- 
ledge of it. 
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While Edward had his boy friends to help 
and to influence for good, Helen had as many 
girl friends, whom she influenced in like manner. 
Her aim was not merely to help them to be 
good practical housekeepers, but to give them 
interests that would lift them out of the petty, 
narrow lives most of them led. She encouraged 
reading as long as it did not interfere with duty, 
as well as everything that increased their per- 
ception of and love for the beautiful. 

Intensely sensitive to the influence of the 
beautiful herself, she longed to awaken what 
was in many cases a dormant sense in others. 

These years spent in this quiet happy way 
at his beloved West Dene were the fulfilment 
of Richard Warham's early dreams. His 
children were growing up all that he could 
wish, and it was his constant delight to train 
their minds and to arouse their interest in all 
he held most dear. They saw few people, for 
neither his wife's health nor his purse allowed 
of entertaining in any way, except on a very 
small scale. Doubtless they were happier with 
their little circle of valued friends, than they 
would have been with a larger one of mere 
acquaintances. 

To this happy calm there came a disturbing 
influence. Mr. Warham had some severe 
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money losses, and to meet pressing demands 
he mortgaged the house. He had every hope 
then of being able to repay the money by the 
time it should fall due ; but fresh difficulties 
and complications arose, and, as time passed 
on, and it became inevitable that the house 
would have to be sold, he sank into a lingering 
illness, from which he never recovered. 

Edward Warham, with all his bright hopes 
blasted, irretrievably as it then seemed, turned 
bravely to the first opening that presented 
itself, and entered the large firm of Eustace 
and Rivington's as a clerk. He threw his 
whole energy into the work, as was always his 
way, and, with the hopefulness of youth, believed 
at first that he was on the way to make a 
fortune in a very short time. He soon dis- 
covered his mistake, however ; hence his 
despairing letter to his sister. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ROBIN AND REX. 

" So pure withal 
In soul ; in heart and act such conscious yet 
Such careless innocence, she made round her 
A halo of delight." 

|0W, Aunty Nelly, Tse going to sit on 
your knee and be comfy, and you 
tell a story. Go away, Robin ; 
Fse got Aunty Nell just now — I doesn't want 
you." 

" Oh, but, Rex, that is unkind," remonstrated 
Helen. 

" No, it isn't," he said, burying his curly head 
in her arms. " Robin can go and look for 
nasty sings outside. I want a story," he 
added, with a beseeching look on his bright 
little face. 

" Oh, I don't want to listen to baby stories," 
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said nine-year-old Robin, with fine contempt; 
"it's a deal nicer outside. Besides, FU get 
strawberries, and you won't." 

" No, you won't," said Rex, decidedly. " Will 
he. Aunty Nell?" 

Helen smiled. " Why shouldn't Robin get 
strawberries ? Rex likes stories best, so he 
doesn't want strawberries," she said. 

'*0h, but I does. I like strawberries and 
stories too." 

" You pet," said Helen, hugging him. " Well, 
Robin shall go and find some for himself; you 
and I will go when we have finished our story. 
Rex mustn't be a selfish little boy," she added. 

It was Sunday afternoon — a bright lovely 
day, with that wonderful Sabbath calm brood- 
ing over the place, which is the distinguishing 
mark of an English Sunday. Very quiet and 
peaceful the library at West Dene seemed, 
with its windows open to the lawn. The scent 
of honeysuckle and roses filled the room, borne 
in on the summer air from the flowers that 
clung lovingly to the walls of the old house. 

Helen was alone with her two little favourites, 
Robin and Rex Dennis. She was devoted to 
children, and they were always attracted to 
her. For these two she had a very special 
love. They had no mother of their own — she 
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had died when little Rex was quite a baby. 
When their father, Mr. Dennis, a shy, reserved 
man, very broken down in health, had first 
come to Redminster, the rector had sought 
him out, as was his way with all to whom Fate 
had been, hard, and had introduced him to the 
home circle at West Dene. Mrs. Warham 
gave him a warm-hearted invitation to come 
to them when he liked, and to bring his 
children. 

So when Robin and Rex had accompanied 
their father to West Dene, Helen's heart 
warmed to the two motherless boys, and their 
first visit was followed by many more, till at 
last it became an event of everyday occurrence 
for the two little fellows to come up to the 
Manor. Helen played with them, told them 
stories, and taught them to help her and to 
make themselves useful in a hundred little 
ways. 

The boys brought a great deal of light and 
sunshine into the old home, where there had 
been no children for so long, and little golden- 
haired, hazel-eyed Rex soon became every- 
body's pet and plaything. 

But it was Helen who had the warmest 
place in his heart. *' Aunty Nell," he called 
her ; and sometimes in speaking of her, " my 
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nice aunty," to distinguish her presumably from 
his father's sister, the only other **aunt" he 
was familiar with, who certainly had not won 
his affections in the way Helen had. 

The boys always looked forward to Sunday, 
for on that day they paid a long visit to West 
Dene. Their father, whose broken health had 
obliged him to give up his living, took occa- 
sional duty for other clergy in or near Red- 
minster, so that he was generally absent on 
Sundays. Soon after breakfast the boys would 
make their appearance, and help Helen to 
gather the fruit or flowers, with which she 
supplied some sick people in the village every 
Sunday. Then they would go to church to- 
gether, and in the afternoon Rex always ex- 
pected a story. 

Robin, who, in virtue of his four years' 
seniority, considered himself quite a man beside 
his small brother, rather disdained the story- 
telling which was a special feature of Sunday 
afternoon, and preferred to search in the woods 
for slugs, stag-beetles, and such like things, 
which were the delight of his heart. 

But this afternoon it was strawberries that 
attracted him, and he went off to become 
better acquainted with them, leaving Helen 
and Rex curled up in a corner of the sofa. 
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" Now, Aunty Nell/' said the little fellow, 
as soon as they were alone, " tell me the story, 
please." 

" I think we'll talk instead this afternoon," 
she said. " Aunty has told you nearly all her 
stories now, darling." 

" Hasn't you one more ? " said the little 
fellow, pleadingly. 

Helen smiled. Her heart was very sad that 
afternoon ; somehow the thought of having to 
leave their home seemed harder to bear than 
ever. Full of this idea she wove it into a 
little story, which she began telling the child. 

"There were once some people, Rex," she 
said, " who lived in a very pretty home." 

" Was they little boys like me ? " interrupted 
the child. 

" No, they were all older than you. They 
were so happy in their pleasant home," she 
went on. 

" Had they a father and mother } " he asked, 
starting up. 

" The boy and girl in this home had a 
mother, but no father," she said softly. 

"Oh! I s'pose he had gone to the Happy 
Land — like my mother," he added meditatively. 
Little Rex always spoke of his mother as being 
in the Happy Land, and without having been 
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taught to do so, he used to sing, " Bright in 
that Happy Land, beams mothers eye." 

''Well," said Helen, "as I told you, this boy 
and girl lived very happily in this home until 
they were quite grown up." 

" Aunty," he asked, suddenly, " is you quite 
growed up yet ? " 

"Yes," she said, laughing. "I suppose I 
am. 

'* But you isn't very old, is you ? " 

" No, darling, not very." 

Rex nestled into her arms again, and she 
went on — 

"When the father of this boy and girl 
died " 

" What was they called, Aunty Nell ?" 

Helen was somewhat taken aback. 

"You shall give them names. Rex," she 
said. 

He was silent for a minute, then said, " Well 
call the girl Rhoda, 'cos that's nursie's name, 
and we'll call the boy Robin." 

" Very well ; when Rhoda and Robin lost 
their father it was found that they had not 
very much money left, and people told them 
they would have to leave their pretty home, 
never to come back to it again." 

" Never, never ? " asked the child. 
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" Never/' said Helen, the tears coming into 
her eyes. 

'' What did they do ? " he asked ; and then 
in the same breath, " I knows what Robin and 
I would have done." 

" What, my sweet ? " 

"We'd have prayed ever so hard to God 
to let us stay, and I'm sure he'd have let us. 
Did they pray } " he asked, after a short 
pause. 

" Yes," said Helen, gently. 

"And did God hear them, and let them 
stay?" 

'* I don't know, darling. The story isn't 
finished yet — it is still going on." 

The little fellow opened his large hazel eyes, 
and stared at her out of their liquid depths. 
He had a vivid imagination, and the barest 
outline of a story was enough to set it work- 
ing actively. 

"Is they a real girl and boy ? " he asked. 

"Yes." 

" And does you know them ? " he asked, 
looking at her with astonishment. He was 
silent for a moment or two, then asked sud- 
denly, "When will the story finish — I mean, 
when will they know if they have to go 
away ? " 
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" Perhaps in about a year," she said sadly. 

" Then Til pray ever so hard to God to let 
them stay, and FU ask Robin to pray, too." 

He lay back in her arms again, and was 
silent. 

Helen sat thinking deeply. His beautiful, 
childlike faith had brought wonderful comfort 
to her aching heart. After all there might be 
hope yet, though everything did look so dark. 
Then came the reflection that if, after all, they 
did have to leave the dear old home, she 
would have the same opportunities — aye, even 
greater opportunities, of comforting those around 
her, for would not the need be greater ? She 
thought of Ted, with his broken hopes, and 
then and there the yearning to help him shaped 
itself into a steady determination to make up 
to him, as far as it lay in her power, for the 
disappointment which had met him at the 
very outset of his career. 

" Yes," she said to herself, '* I will devote 
my life, please God, to making him and mother 
happy ; " and she felt an enthusiasm spring up 
in her heart such as most of us know in our 
noblest moments. She felt capable then of 
any sacrifice that might be asked of her, and 
even the sorrow that had loomed so great 
seemed to lose some of its proportions when 
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viewed in the light of this high, unselfish 
resolve. 

"Go on with the story, please," said Rex, 
when they had sat silent for some moments. 
But a sudden interruption came in the shape 
of Robin, who appeared just then at the 
window, his hands filled with strawberries, and 
his crimsoned mouth telling pretty plainly what 
his occupation had been for the last half hour. 

"Such beauties. Rex!" he cried, flinging 
himself down on a stool at Helen's feet, and 
proceeding to pick out the ripest of the fruit 
for her and his brother. Robin looked upon 
himself as Rex's special protector, and always 
saw that he had the best of everything. It 
was a pleasure to see the two together: the 
elder so careful of the younger, the younger 
looking up with loving admiration to his elder 
brother as his hero. 

They made a pretty picture : Helen in the 
sofa corner with Rex on her knee, and Robin^s 
curly brown hair resting against it, as he sat 
at her feet distributing his spoils. 

A very fair picture indeed, thought Mr. 
Dennis, as he stood and watched them from 
the window. He had come up to fetch the 
boys, and had made his way round to the 
library, meaning to enter by the window ; but 
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the sight of the three sitting there, so utterly 
unconscious of any one watching them, held 
him spellbound. As he looked the thought 
crossed his mind how happy it would be to 
see them always thus, and a vision arose of 
his solitary home brightened by a fair presence 
that would bring comfort to his lonely heart, 
and of a sweet girl not too young to act the 
part of mother to his motherless boys. 

" Why, there's Fa' ! " cried Rex, suddenly, 
his attention having been drawn for a moment 
to the window. " Come in, Fa' ! Isn't we 
cosy } " he added, nestling closer. 

Mr. Dennis, lost in thought, hardly heard 
the child, and Helen, looking up, caught his 
eyes fixed on her with an expression in them 
which startled her, and made the colour burn 
on her cheeks. 

She rose, gently putting Rex down, and 
went to the window. 

*'How do you do, Mr. Dennis.^" she said 
as quietly as she could. 

"I beg your pardon. Miss Warham," he 
said abstractedly ; '* I have just come up. 
Miss Gwynne told me you were here, so I 
came round this way. I hope the boys have 
not been troubling you } " All this he said 
very nervously and hurriedly. 
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" Oh dear no ! '' Helen said quickly. **We 
have just been enjoying some strawberries that 
Robin got for us." 

She longed to put him at his ease ; she had 
always sympathized with the shy, awkward 
manner which served so many others as a 
butt for ridicule. He was usually less shy 
with her than with any one else; the feeling 
that she understood him made him unbend 
in her presence as he seldom did elsewhere. 
He seemed strangely nervous this afternoon, 
however ; and Helen herself hardly felt at 
ease. That glimpse of his face she had caught 
as he looked at her from the window had 
aroused vague suspicion in her mind. She 
had half guessed the thought that flitted 
through his brain at that moment, and was 
filled with surprise no less than with pain. 

"Aunty Nell was telling me a story, Fa', 
when you came in," said Rex, who was now 
perched on his father's knee. 

Mr. Dennis never appeared to greater ad- 
vantage than when he was with his children. 
All the reserve and shyness, which told so 
against him elsewhere, seemed to vanish when 
Robin or Rex were chattering away to him 
to their heart's content. 

" And what was the story about, Rex ? " 
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" It was a real story, about a real growed- 
up boy and girl, and they had such a pretty 
home, and their father was in the Happy Land, 
and they hadn't no money, and people told 
them they must go away from their home. 
And then Robin comed in, and so we didn't 
hear no more," said the little fellow with 
breathless eagerness. *' And, Fa'," he went on 
in the same way, " Aunty Nell says the story 
isn't finished yet, really; they're still in their 
home, and I'se goin' to pray ever so hard 
that they mayn't have to go away from it." 

He jumped down from his father's knee 
as he spoke, and Mr. Dennis turned to Helen. 

" Is it your own story you have been telling 
him ? " he asked in a low, sympathetic voice. 

Helen's answer was hardly audible ; she felt 
the tears rising, and not for worlds would she 
have given way to them just then. 

"You must not give up all hope," he said, 
bending forward, and speaking in a lower tone 
to escape the notice of the children, who were 
amusing themselves at the window. "And 
even if you should have to give up West 
Dene," he added hurriedly, and with great 
nervousness, '* there is one who, if you will 
accept it, is ready to " 

" Is some very learned discussion going on 
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here ? " cried Fay's merry voice as she entered 
the room just at the moment when Mr. Dennis 
had conquered his shyness and reserve suf- 
ficiently to attempt to make Helen a proposal 
of marriage. 

He wished Fay miles away at that moment. 
Why had she not waited five minutes? he 
thought crossly. What he had already said 
meant anything or nothing. Helen could 
construe it as she pleased; but another five 
minutes would have settled the matter once 
for all ; and now the opportunity was lost, and 
so favourable a one might never occur again. 

A keen glance told Fay that she had inter- 
rupted something more than a "learned dis- 
cussion," as she called it. Helen and Mr. 
Dennis often talked together about books and 
other subjects of intellectual interest ; but Fay 
felt sure no conversation of that sort had pro- 
duced the look of embarrassment and nervous- 
ness so plainly marked on both face§. 

" I am sorry to disturb you," she said saucily. 
** I came for Robin and Rex. I dare say they 
will like their tea, though you may not. It is 
not given to every one to be so indifferent to 
the wants of the outer man." 

*' I believe," she said to herself, " that that 
odious man has been proposing to Helen, and 
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that she has been silly enough to accept him ; 
unless, indeed, I have just happened to arrive 
in the nick of time." 

Fay's estimate of Mr. Dennis was certainly 
a poor one, and it was unjust. What she really 
thought of him was not, however, very clear, 
seeing she hardly ever spoke of him without 
ridicule. Perhaps the fear that he might be in 
love with Helen made her more vehement in 
her attacks ; for she had a very different idea 
in her own mind of what her cousin's future 
ought to be. 

** Where are the chicks ? " she asked, looking 
round the room. 

" I will look for them," said Helen, eagerly. 
She was longing to get out of Mr. Dennis's 
way, and prevent him from finding a further 
opportunity of speaking to her. Her cousin's 
appearance at that critical moment had been to 
her as a godsend. 

Just then the two boys, Rex in front, Robin 
behind, rushed in through the window. 

"Robin's got such a lovely, nasty thing," 
cried Rex, rushing up to Helen. He called all 
his brother's naturalist spoils "nasty things," 
as most of them were found in stagnant ponds 
and muddy pools, which Rex's nurse had taught 
him to call ** nasty, dirty places." 
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Robin produced from his pocket with great 
triumph a huge fat toad. This was too much 
for the party, and they burst into a hearty 
laugh, which did more than anything to set 
them at ease again. The merriment increased 
when Fay discovered a dark-coloured stain on 
Robin's light cotton suit, caused by the wet 
mud — in which the toad had reposed in his 
pocket — having soaked through. 

**Ah, what will nurse say to that, Robin? 
Your Sunday suit, too ! " said Fay. 

*' Oh," he replied coolly, " she's got six days 
to wash it in." 

'* Robin," said his father, sternly, " I have 
often told you not to put such things in your 
pocket. See that this does not happen again." 

*'Come, it is tea-time," said Helen, taking 
Rex s hand. '* You will stay, Mr. Dennis } " 
she asked as carelessly as she could. 

In the first moment of his disappointment 
he had been so mortified that he had meant 
to depart then and there ; but on second 
thoughts he concluded that it would be better 
to stay. 

Fay led the way to the dining-room, a pretty, 
old-fashioned room, with panelled walls like the 
library, and having quaint old oak furniture. 

" I must be my own trumpeter, I suppose," 
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said Fay, " as nobody seems inclined to fill that 
office for me. Helen, I hope you notice how 
carefully the table is arranged ? '' 

" How good of you. Fairy. Did you do it 
all yourself?" asked Helen, looking up from 
behind the urn, where she was already busy 
pouring out tea. 

"Yes, every bit ; Fm quite proud of myself,'* 
she added. " We shall manage beautifully, you 
see, with one servant less," she went on in a 
lower tone, " so cheer up, darling." 

" I am not afraid of not managing," said her 
cousin ; " but I do not like your having to do 
work of this kind. For myself, I do not 
mind. I am accustomed now to cooking and 
dusting ; but that sort of thing is hardly in your 
line." 

" All the more reason for my learning some- 
thing about it," laughed Fay. " I shall be- 
come so useful that nobody will know me — see 
if I don't. Well, chickabiddy," she said, turn- 
ing to Rex, who sat between Helen and herself, 
" what are you going to have } " 

" He's not to have hot bread," said Robin 
with alacrity from the other side of the table, 
where he was devouring a hot cake as fast as 
he could. " Nurse says it gives him indigna- 
tion," he added, with his mouth full. 
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"What does the child mean?" asked Mrs. 
Warham, from the head of the table. 

*' Robin," said his father, " don't speak with 
your mouth full. Who said you might have hot 
cakes ? " 

"Nobody. They don't make me ill; but 
nurse says they make Rex ill." 

" What is it they give him ? " asked Fay, with 
an amused look. 

" Oh, I don't know," said Robin, half im- 
patiently, his eye wandering meanwhile from 
his empty plate to the different good things on 
the table. "Rhoda said it was indignation. 
Father" — in the same breath — "may I have 
butter and jam together to-day ? " 

" Do you have them together at home } " 
asked his father, rather severely. 

" No, we doesn't," put in Rex. " But this is 
Sunday, Fa'." 

"We don't have them together at home," 
Robin went on, " because Martha's such a mean 
scrub, she " 

" Come, Robin, that is rather hard on Martha," 
said Mr. Dennis. " Who taught you to call her 
that ? " 

" Well," he said reluctantly, " it was Kate 
at the Rectory. She and Rhoda talked a 
deal about .Martha the other day, and I heard 
Kate say, ' She must be a mean scrub ! ' " 
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"People should be careful what they say 
before little boys," said Fay. 

" rm not a little boy," said Robin, proudly. 
" Tm a deal bigger than Artie Wilson, and 
he's two years older than me." 

Artie was Robin's great friend ; he was 
about eleven years old, and, like Robin, devoted 
to beasts, birds, and creeping things of all 
sorts. 

" Have you got spectacles yet, Robin ? " 
asked Fay. 

It was the boy's darling ambition to have a 
pair. Artie wore spectacles, which gave him 
a very knowing look, and which were the 
admiration and envy of Robin, who tried 
hard to convince his father that he needed 
spectacles very badly, but without success. 

" No," he said in answer to Fay's ques- 
tion, " I shall save up my money and buy a 
pair." 

" But you wouldn't be allowed to wear them 
if you did," said Fay, mischievously. 

" I'm going to school in a year, and I can 
do as I like there," he said triumphantly. 
" Artie says he's going to wear his, and if he 
does it rU do it," he said decidedly. 

The boys had already settled that they were 
to go to school together, without considering 
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what their respective parents might say in the 
matter. 

"Ah, you will be a good deal wiser when 
you get there," said Fay, laughing. 

Here Mr. Dennis said he must be going, as 
he had to take evening service in one of the 
churches in Redminster, so the little party 
broke up. 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 




CHAPTER VI. 

A SURPRISE. 
* Who came but for friendship, and took away love." 

|0 you feel inclined for a walk, 
Nell } " asked Fay one evening, 
as she and her cousin were sitting 
alone in the library. 

" I think not this evening, dear," said Helen. 
" I feel too tired ; but I should be very grateful 
if you would take mother out for a stroll." 

'* Certainly. I wish you would rest, Helen ; 
you work harder than anybody else in this 
house, I do believe. I wonder," she went on, 
"that you let these boys tire you so" — the 
Dennis children had been spending the after- 
noon there again. 

" They don't tire me. Fay ; besides, I like to 
have them here, I am so fond of them. How 
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we should miss them if they were to go away," 
she added. 

Fay looked at her cousin keenly as she 
spoke* She was thinking of the scene she 
had disturbed the Sunday before, and was 
wondering if Helen was thinking of it too. 

" But seriously, Nell," Fay went on, " you 
have too much to do. You will break down if 
you do not take care. You should make more 
use of me," she continued. '* I have not your 
talent for or knowledge of housekeeping 
details, but I might relieve you of some of 
the charitable work. You are so frightfully 
indefatigable, Nell; you might content your- 
self with being a ministering angel to the 
village, without extending your labours to 
Redminster." 

" I keep on the work there for father's sake," 
answered Helen, gently. "You know how 
interested he was in the people ; and Dr. Gray 
would miss our help, small as it is," she added 
with a sigh. 

"Well, Nell, I must get ready, I suppose. 
Do rest, darling, and be better by the time 
we come back," she said as she left the room. 

Helen lay down on the sofa and closed her 
eyes, but not to sleep. She was wearied in 
body and mind — too wearied to rest. The 
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strain of the past few months had been almost 
too great for her, the more so that the burden 
she had had to bear had been borne almost 
alone. 

Mrs. Warham's health was too delicate for 
her to be troubled with business matters of 
any sort ; so since their father s death, Helen 
and her brother had taken the management 
of everything into their own hands. Mr. 
Warham's affairs had been found to be in a 
good deal of confusion, and by the time they 
were settled, a very small income remained to 
his wife and children. It was the task of 
making this go as far as possible that was 
taxing Helen's ingenuity to the utmost. She 
shrank from letting her mother feel in any way 
the effect of changed circumstances, as much 
as she shrank from giving up the little refine- 
ments and comforts so dear to those who 
have known better days. 

Disagreeable gossips, who knew something 
of the real state of affairs, were fond of talking 
of the '* pride of the Warhams," and their 
•'keeping up of appearances," and so forth; 
but Helen felt, as many in like circumstances 
do, that it is this very ** keeping up of appear- 
ances " which saves many from breaking down, 
and giving up the struggle in despair. Once 
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give way and sink in the social scale, and the 
chances are you never rise again. 

It would indeed have been impossible for 
the Warhams to manage as they did, if Helen 
had not had almost a genius for housekeeping. 
As servant after servant had had to be parted 
with, increased work fell upon her shoulders. 
She baked the bread, superintended the dairy, 
helped the cook, and saw, in fact, that every- 
thing was done with strictest economy. It 
was a disappointment none the less keenly felt 
because borne in silence, that almost her whole 
time was taken up by the great question how 
to make both ends meet; and that so little 
remained to her for reading or study, in which 
she took such delight. " It seems such a 
sordid thing to waste all one's energies on," 
she would say to herself sometimes with a sigh ; 
but so little did she let those around her know 
of her feelings in this matter, that everybody 
fancied she delighted in the work — even Fay, 
who teased her continually about her love and 
capacity for domestic economy, as she called 
it. Yet there were times when she felt Helen 
loathed the whole subject, and would have 
given anything to have been saved the calcu- 
lating of grocers' and butchers' bills and the 
like. 
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That feeling had come over her this evening 
as she lay with closed eyes on the sofa. Her 
brother's letter, with its undercurrent of hope- 
lessness, had made a greater impression on 
her than she was conscious of. She hardly 
dared now to recall the hopes she had had 
when he first entered the great and wealthy 
banking firm of Eustace and Rivington. She 
had thought his success assured, and that 
before long, if their uncle would only help 
them in the meantime to pay off tHe mortgage, 
Ted would be in a fair way to make an income 
that would seem wealth in comparison to the 
sum they had to live on now. These hopes 
were shattered at one blow by her brother's 
letter. Their uncle had refused his help, and 
there seemed but little chance of Ted's better- 
ing himself for years to come. 

"Nothing can save us now," she thought; 
" we shall leave West Dene, sink in the social 
scale, and be forgotten by everybody. Poor, 
poor mother! to end her days in that way! 
She who has been accustomed to everything 
of the best ! " She realized now for the first 
time how ardently she had hoped all along 
that something might turn up to save their 
dearly-loved home. She knew that, in spite 
of the way she had often spoken of having to 
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leave it, her heart had still clung passionately 
to the hope that the appeal to their uncle 
might not be a vain one. With the failure of 
that, she knew their last hope was gone. Still, 
the blow might be softened for them all if 
Ted's prospects improved; and she thought 
long and busily of how this could be accom- 
plished. Scheme after scheme that she planned 
broke down, and she came sorrowfully to the 
conclusion that for the present there was 
nothing to be done. " Though how we shall 
manage, without letting mother feel the change 
terribly, I do not know," she said to herself. 
"It is getting more and more difficult to 
manage on our present income; and Ted's 
salary hardly makes any appreciable difference 
to it" 

Then a painful thought crossed her mind. 
She recalled the scene of the previous Sunday, 
and what it meant — surely, that if she would 
but accept it, there was a home ready for her, 
a home where, if there was not luxury, there 
was at least comfort; where there would not 
be the constant calculation that was a daily 
feature of her life here; a home too, where 
her mother would be welcome, and where she 
would be saved from the discomfort and 
poverty which would be their lot if they left 
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West Dene. Ought she to accept the offer ? 
She coloured at the thought. It was surely 
a mercenary thing to accept a man merely 
because he had a comfortable home to offer ; 
for here lay the difficulty — she did not love 
Mr. Dennis. If she had had even the spark 
of an affection for him it would have been 
different ; but her feelings for him were nothing 
but those of ordinary liking and respect. 

" I do not fancy, though/' she said to herself, 
" that he is deeply in love with me. He has 
asked me to be his wife for his children's sake, 
rather than for his own. I," she continued, 
musingly, "have never been in love, so I do 
not see that there would be any great harm in 
accepting his offer. I should devote myself 
to the children, little darlings that they are. 
I am sure he made the offer out of pity for me 
or care for them ; and if he does not offer love, 
he ought not to expect it. What a prosaic 
couple we should be, though," she went on, 
half aloud; and even the thought of his in- 
tellectual tastes, so like her own in many ways, 
and of all the time she would have at her dis- 
posal for reading and study, did not lend much 
charm to the prospect. " But, mother, darling 
mother," she said softly, "if it would be for 
your comfort, I might do it." 
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She rose and paced the room as she spoke. 
"If I had only some one to advise me," she 
murmured. "Can it be right to marry from 
such motives ? Oh, surely not ! What am I 
to do ? And yet," she thought again, " I am 
only thinking of my own happiness after all. 
Oh, if one could only leave self out of sight, I 
believe I could make Mr. Dennis happy. He 
will not want much show of love, I suppose ! 
And the children — they would brighten life ; it 
would be nice to hear them call me mother, 
and to know I had a nearer claim on them 
than I have now." She paused; an intense 
sadness filled her heart. She felt that she 
understood something of the meaning of renun- 
ciation now. 

Like every girl, she had had her day-dreams. 
It was hard to see them vanish, hard to face 
the future as it lay mapped out before her. 
Then there stole into her thoughts the re- 
membrance of One whose whole life had been 
one continual act of renunciation ; and the self- 
sacrifice she contemplated seemed to dwindle 
to nothing when compared with the self- 
abnegation of Christ. She lay down on the 
sofa again, and a feeling of peace came over 
her. 
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Had she fallen asleep and been dreaming, 
or was that Ted himself standing there looking 
down on her with a merry smile in his blue 
eyes ? 

" Ted," she cried, starting up ; " is it you ? " 

"Well, Nell, I was just wondering whether 
or not I should disturb your forty winks. Had 
a pleasant sleep, eh ? " 

" But, Ted, I don't understand. How is it 
you are here? I cannot be sure that I am 
not dreaming," she went on. **Tell me, do, 
how you came here, and why." 

"Well, little sister, here is the whole ex- 
planation. The head man in our branch of 
the office, who decides all about the holidays 
of the different clerks, etc., came to me 
yesterday and asked if I cared to take a fort- 
night's holiday at a moment's notice. One of 
the other fellows ought to have gone, but 
wanted to put it off until later, so old Thornton 
pitched upon me to take his place. You may 
guess my answer. I wasn't going to lose such 
a fine chance, you may be sure ; so I snapped 
at it, packed last night, and am here to-day, 
for a whole fortnight. Just think — no more of 
that hateful office work for a whole fortnight ! 
Hurrah ! By the way, Nell, I've brought a 
visitor with me — that is, he stopped at the 
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Rectory on the way down; but he'll be here 
in the course of half an hour or so. You re- 
member Myddleton ? " 

" The boy who was such a favourite of Dr. 
Gray s, and who was at Harrow with you ? " 

"The very same! You met him at Red- 
court two years ago, you remember." 

" You have surely never asked him to stay 
here, Ted?" 

" That's just what I have done, sister mine. 
And why not, pray } " 

"Oh, Ted, just think of asking a visitor 
here when we are so poor ! " 

" Come, Nell, thing? are not quite so bad as 
that. I suppose we have still something to eat 
in the house } " 

Helen could not help smiling. " Men 
never think of these things," she said, good- 
temperedly. "We are not absolute beggars 
yet; but really, Ted, it is a serious matter 
having a visitor just now. I do not think you 
know how very quietly we live. We have 
given up dining in the evening, and have a 
late tea-supper instead, about seven o'clock." 

"Well, Myddleton won't object to that— I 
can answer for him. He's an awfully nice 
fellow. And really you ought to be grateful 
to me for bringing him down ; we so seldom 
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have any one, we are in danger of getting 
moped. Oh, Nell," he went on, "what bliss 
to be in the old place and in the old room 
again ! I dare say you are surprised that I am 
in such spirits ; but it is the pleasure of getting 
down here, and seeing you all again, that has 
sent them up so." 

"It is delightful to have you here again, 
Ted," said Helen. "We do miss you so. I 
was feeling so miserable before you came in ; 
but now I feel ever so much better. But you 
must have something to eat ; how thoughtless 
of me not to think of it sooner ! " 

" You need not trouble, Nell ; I shall reserve 
myself for the evening meal. I had tea at the 
Rectory, and both Myddleton and I did justice 
to Mrs. Gray's cakes. Where are mother and 
Fay?" 

" Out for a stroll. I expect them in every 
minute." 

"I am sure that's the sprite's voice," said 
Ted, as Fay's ringing laugh was heard not 
far off. 

In a moment he was off to meet them, while 
Helen went to see about the evening meal, 
and tp make other preparations for the 
travellers. 

"Bryant," she said, entering the kitchen, 
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"what have you in the way of food for to- 
night ? Mr. Edward has taken us by surprise, 
and brought a friend with him." 

" Has the young master really come ? " asked 
the cook in astonishment. 

" Yes ; a little while ago. I could hardly 
believe it, it seemed too good to be true." 

** Well, now, that is nice, and you'll be 
wanting something tasty-like for the young 
gentlemen after their journey." 

" Yes," said Helen, with a troubled look ; 
'* but I am afraid there is nothing to make 
anything of. If I had only known we might 
have ordered something." 

"Tut, tut, don't you worry yourself. Miss 
Helen. I'll give them something as I'm pretty 
sure they'll like. My cousin," she went on — 
" him as lives at Crossland's farm, you know, 
miss — has just sent me this very day a dish o' 
fine trout ; and then there's some veal as we 
can make a mince of." 

" Bryant, you are a good soul ; I do not 
know what we should do without you!" ex- 
claimed Helen, gratefully. " But I do not like 
your giving to us what you get as a present for 
yourself." 

"As if I'd eat the trout myself," laughed 
Bryant. " No, no, they're for you. I was 
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going to have sent 'em up to-morrow as a 
surprise ; but, bless you, miss, they may as well 
be eaten to-night. With that and the veal, 
I reckon they'll do nicely. Then there's the 
cakes as I made this afternoon 'uU come in 
handy. Oh, they won't see no poverty in the 
land. Miss Helen, never you fear ! " 

Meanwhile Ted had met his mother and 
Fay, and great was their surprise and delight 
at seeing him. Whatever Mrs. Warham might 
say of her son during his absence, she always 
gave him an affectionate welcome when they 
met. She was fond of her children in a way 
— as fond as a nature can be in which there is 
neither much warmth nor depth of affection. 
, ** Well, Fay, are you glad to see me } " 
asked Ted. 

" Not particularly," she answered, coolly. 
** We get on very well without you. I think 
it shabby of you to take us so by surprise." 

" Have you told them of the further surprise 
you have in store for them, Ted ? " asked 
Helen, as she joined the group. 

"No. I've brought my friend Myddleton 
to stay for a day or two," he said, turning to 
his mother. 

To Mrs. Warham, who knew absolutely^ 
nothing about the straits to which this would 
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reduce Helen, there seemed no objection; in 
fact, she rather liked the novelty of having a 
visitor. 

" There he is, I declare ! " cried Ted, as he 
caught sight of his friend coming up the avenue. 
*' Come along, Myddleton, and let me intro- 
duce you to the family ; although it should not 
be necessary, as you all met some two years 
ago at Redcourt." 

" Even earlier than that, I think," put in 
Mrs. Warham, smiling. " I think we used to 
see you sometimes at the Rectory — years ago." 

" I remember well having met you all before, 
and I am delighted at this opportunity of see- 
ing you again," said Myddleton, pleasantly, as 
he shook hands all round. 

Helen remembered how nice she had thought 
him when she had met him at Redcourt ; and 
she felt glad that he had come just then, when 
they were all in need of a little brighten- 
ing up. 

While he was exchanging a few remarks 
with Mrs. Warham, Helen and Fay slipped 
away to attend to the supper-table ; and very 
pretty their deft fingers made it look, with its 
furnishing of old silver and delicate china, with 
a few flowers tastefully arranged here and 
there. There was no stinting of good things 
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either ; home-made brown and white bread, 
delicious-looking butter, such as only a home 
dairy can produce ; honey, cakes, and fruit 
were there in abundance; for the Warhams 
never stinted their hospitality, however frugally 
they lived themselves. 

A very bright little party sat down to supper 
in the pretty old dining-room. Helen and 
Fay had donned their white dresses in honour 
of the guests, and very fair and girlish they 
looked ; Helen, seated behind the urn, dis- 
pensing tea and coffee, with the sweet sad look 
in her eyes that was so often there now ; and 
Fay, the embodiment of the spirit of fun and 
mischief, not far off. 

Ted was in wonderful spirits ; he seemed to 
have forgotten all his troubles. He laughed, 
and had sparring-matches with Fay, until the 
whole party were infected by his gaiety, and 
even Helen for a time forgot the cares and 
worries that had been weighing on her so 
terribly. 

After supper they went back to the library, 
and Ted proposed a stroll out of doors ; so off 
they went over the lawn, through the shrub- 
bery, and down to the river side. 

"Now, Myddleton,'* cried Ted, "this is 
V^h^t qsed (o be our enchanted land! Our 
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old boat is moored there. What fun you and 
I used to have in those days, Nell ; as for you, 
Fay, you were a regular water-sprite." 

" How lovely this is," said Myddleton, turn- 
ing to Helen, who was gazing dreamily on the 
water, picturing to herself, no doubt, those long- 
ago days when she and Ted had romped and 
played there the livelong day. *'You cannot 
think," he went on, " what a treat it is to one 
accustomed to live much in town, to run down 
to a place like this for a day or two. I am 
more grateful than I can say to your brother 
for having brought me here." 

" Yet you would not care to live always in 
the country, I suppose? People accustomed 
to live much in London seldom do. Society 
there must be charming, though," she said half 
regretfully. 

He laughed. 

"What sort of society do you mean. Miss 
Warham ? ' 

" Oh ! not dances," said Helen, quickly, 
" but literary society ; that is what I should 
like — and there is plenty of that in London." 

" Too much, almost," replied her companion. 
"Society would be all very well if we were 
only allowed to exercise free-will in regard to 
it ; if, for instance, you could avoid the boreg 
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and the twaddlers, and mix only with the 
interesting, and the people really worth know- 
ing. But that is hardly possible ; even in so- 
called literary society there are a good many 
tiresome people." 

"Yet it must be good for one to be con- 
stantly coming into contact with so many 
different minds. I think people who live 
always in the country, and see very little 
society, are apt to get into one groove, and 
to have too few interests outside of them- 
selves," said Helen. 

'* Well, I suppose a judicious mixture, where 
it is possible, is the best," said Myddleton, 
smiling; then, finding he had a sympathetic 
listener, he told her of his life, of the society 
in which he moved, and of the men he met ; 
drawing her out in return, and making her talk 
of her daily life, her work in the village, and 
her different interests. Their conversation 
wandered to books, and he found himself 
listening with interest to the clear, original 
ideas Helen had formed on many that she had 
read. He felt the indescribable charm of her 
manner, the quiet simplicity of her talk, so free 
from anything like affectation or conceit ; and 
Helen — well, she felt she had never had so 
interesting a companion. She wondered why 
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she should find Ernest Myddleton so much 
more entertaining than, for instance, Mr. 
Dennis ; but she could find no reason except 
that the one had a gayer and easier flow of 
conversation than the other. 
. It was getting chilly, and the twilight was 
fast closing in, when they strolled back to the 
library, there to bring the evening to a close 
with music and singing. 

Helen felt a strange gladness in her heart 
as she sat in her room thinking over all that 
had happened that day. 

" But it is only natural," she said to herself, 
" now that Ted is with us again." 

Was Ted*s presence the only cause of her 
brightened spirits } 
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THE RECTORY. 

**Not too austere and retired . . . that his rigidness 
frighted people from consulting with him. 'Let your 
light,' saith Christ, 'shine before men,' whereas over- 
reservedness makes the brightest virtue bum dim." — ^Thomas 
Fuller, The Faithful Minister. 

[OMFORT and refinement were the 
ideas most vividly suggested by the 
Rectory of St. Mary's at Redminster. 
It was a long, low, rambling house, with bow 
windows opening on to the garden in all 
directions, and its red-brick walls and porch 
were covered with roses and creepers. Two 
sides of the house opened on to a well-kept 
lawn, part of which was used as a tennis ground 
for the benefit of the rector's juvenile friends, 
while the rest, gay with flowers, and shaded by 
two or three splendid copper beeches, was 
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looked upon by the rector and his wife as their 
own special domain. Here Dr. Gray read his 
papers or composed his sermons in the warm 
weather, while his wife read or worked in their 
favourite spot under the large beech by the 
drawing-room window. 

On this particular afternoon the party 
assembled on the lawn was larger and gayer 
than usual, for the Warhams, with Ernest 
Myddleton, had dropped in for afternoon tea, 
and the rector and his wife were doing their 
best to make them welcome. 

" Well, Ted, my boy, it is nice to see you 
amongst us again, even for a short time. You 
must tell me all about your life in London. 
Keep a good cup of tea for us, Mary ; we are 
going to have a little chat first, Ted and I." 

''That is always your way, Alfred," said his 
wife, pretending to be cross. " There's a time 
for everything, you know, and 4.30 p.m. here 
is the time for afternoon tea. I can't help 
your tea not being good," she called out as 
they strolled off. 

There was something in the rector's kindly 
sympathy that was irresistible, and Ted felt 
constrained to pour out his whole heart to 
him. He had said very little to any one 
about his troubles since his return to West 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE RECTORY. 87 

Dene. As was natural, the excitement of the 
first night had been followed by a reaction, 
and now he was feeling in very low spirits 
indeed. 

" I could bear it, indeed I could, Dr. Gray," 
he exclaimed, vehemently, ''if we could but 
save West Dene. It is so hard to part with 
that, and begin life in utterly different sur- 
roundings." 

" Why not set before you the goal of making 
a fortune sufficient to buy back the place, if 
it must be sold. I have known that done 
before now." 

" I had a hope once of doing that, but I 
have abandoned it now. There are no pro- 
spects for an unknown beggar like myself in a 
wealthy firm like Eustace and Rivington's." 

*'You don't know about that. Work well, 
and success may come. How do you like the 
work?" 

" Like it ? Could any one like such work "i 
I loathe it ; and for all I gain by it, I might as 
well be idle at home." 

" No, no ; believe me, my boy, any work, 
however distasteful, is better than idleness. 
And you know," he added, '' we cannot expect 
to find the path always smooth. But there, 
I am not going to give you a sermon. It is 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



88 WEST DENE MANOR. 

SO easy to preach to others, and say 'Be 
patient/ when things are prospering with one's 
self. But don't give up hope, my boy," he 
added kindly. 

"Well, Fay," said the rector, as they re- 
joined the group round the tea-table, "when 
do you intend to come over here and help in 
my parish." 

"I don't intend to come at all," she said, 
laughing. 

"That is too bad. I am sure there is no 
scope for your energies at West Dene. Helen 
is too indefatigable for that. Now, I know of 
an opening here that would exactly suit you." 

" Oh, Fay is a great help to me ; you must 
not charm her away," said Helen. 

" Have you been very useful lately ?" asked 
the rector. 

" Of course," she replied ; '* but I almost 
struck the other day when Helen kept me 
standing half an hour in a poky little garden 
filled with nothing but smelly cabbages, while 
she played the ministering angel inside." 

" You might have come in, Fay," said her 
cousin, laughing. 

" Yes, but I stayed out on principle. I do 
not see why Tommy Green's naughtiness 
should be encouraged. He broke his leg," 
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she added, turning to the rector, **in trying 
to reach a jam-pot when his mother was out 
of the way ; and now that Helen coddles him, 
and takes all sorts of nice things to him, half 
a dozen other greedy little boys in the village 
will think it a good plan to try the same 
thing, and we shall have a regular hospital in 
the place." 

Dr. Gray laughed. " I am afraid, Helen, 
you do not exercise enough control over this 
cousin of yours. Come," he said, '* I must 
introduce you to my strawberry beds." 

'* Now, Alfred, that is too bad again," cried 
his wife ; *' the best of the strawberries are 
here, and cream, too." 

" All right, wifie ; I have no doubt Helen 
can do justice to both. We shall not be 
very long, but we want a little chat, don't 
we, Helen ? " he said. 

He had known Helen from childhood, and 
she had always been one of his special friends. 

•* You are not looking well, child," he said, 
as soon as they were alone. "Working too 
hard, eh?" 

" Oh, it is nothing," she replied. " I have 
been rather busy lately. Ted's coming on us 
so suddenly and bringing a visitor with him 
made a little more work, of course." 
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She did not care to reveal to him, old friend 
as he was, the difficulties with which she was 
striving, fhe hard struggle to make both ends 
meet, which was daily becoming more wearing. 
" Ted is looking well, but I am sorry to see 
him so down-hearted. You must not let him 
depress you, child," he said, laying his hand 
kindly on Helen's shoulder. 

" Oh, he has brightened us up wonderfully," 
she answered quickly. "He has been in such 
good spirits since he came. One could not 
expect him to be always so bright, poor fellow," 
she said sadly. 

" I have just been telling him that he must 
make it his aim to buy back West Dene." 

'* I am afraid there is little hope of his being 
able to do that." 

''Come, you are getting melancholy, too," 
said the rector. " There ! aren't these beauties ? " 
he said, handing her some of the largest and 
ripest strawberries he could find. *' You must 
not give up heart. You know the day is 
darkest before dawn— something might happen 
even now to help you." 

Helen shook her head sadly. She thought 
it very unlikely. 

*' Well, we must return, and do justice to the 
wife's good things, or she won't forgive me 
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for having carried you off. You see," he con- 
tinued, "the possibility of Ted's being able 
to buy the place back is not such a very 
remote one after all. The boy has splendid 
brains, and once give him an opening, he'll 
make his way." 

" But there seems to be no opening for him 
where he now is." 

"But that might come. Let him prove 
himself faithful in little, you know, and he 
will win for himself a chance of being faithful 
in much." 

" Do you know anything about the firm^ Dr. 
Gray ? " she asked. 

"No. I only know that it is a first-rate 
one. The sleeping partner, Eustace^ they say, 
is almost a millionaire." 

" Ah ! here you are at last ! " said Mrs. 
Gray, as they joined the little circle round the 
tea-table. "You must have some more tea, 
Helen, and some of my strawberries, which 
are quite as good as his," she said, with a 
laughing glance at her husband. 

Mrs. Gray's afternoon teas were celebrated 
everywhere. It was agreed no tea had such 
a delicate flavour as that at the Rectory; no 
cream was so rich as that yielded by " Daisy," 
the Rectory cow, that grazed the fine pasture 
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in the field next the garden. Nobody could 
produce cakes to vie with the delicious scones 
made by Elspeth, Mrs. Gray's Scotch cook ; 
and certainly the fruit— of which there was 
always such a plentiful supply in the Rectory 
garden — was unequalled in size and sweetness 
anywhere. 

Ebenezer Watson, a working tailor who 
lived near the Rectory, was fond of remarking 
that ''parsons don't do nothin* for a livin', and 
such as him has to work to feed 'em '* ; but 
then he was a notorious grumbler and fault- 
finder. Mrs. Gray knew all about him, and 
made allowance for his peculiarities with the 
remark, that sitting over his work so much 
made the poor fellow s liver bad. Sweet little 
Mrs. Gray ! Poor Ebenezer would have been 
badly off but for her friendship. It was she 
who visited his wife when she was struck down 
with fever, and sent her day after day jelly 
and other nourishing food. These Ebenezer 
was glad enough to receive, though he had 
been heard to remark ungraciously that " she'd 
have done a deal better if she had sent them a 
bottle of port or sherry wine, instead of all 
them slops." 

Everything round the Rectory certainly did 
suggest well-being and comfort; but we all 
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know there are some men and women for 
whom flowers bloom more readily, near whom 
animals grow sleek and fat, and in whose 
smiles children love to sun themselves. Dr. 
Gray and his wife were of these, and it would 
have been hard indeed if all the natural 
sequences of life were to be reversed to suit 
the levelling ideas of such as Ebenezer 
Watson. If God had seen fit to entrust 
the rector with a fair amount of the world^s 
goods, he always remembered that they were 
only on trust, and he never forgot to use them 
as such. 

'* I want to know if you girls will help me 
with my mothers meeting ' this summer ? " 
asked the rector's wife. *' I am going to have 
a dozen or two mothers here to spend the day. 
You two would be invaluable. You, Fay, 
might recite, and Helen could sing. You see, 
I don't beat about the bush," she said, laugh- 
ing. "If you come, I expect you to make 
yourselves useful." 

" What is my wife letting you in for now V^ 
asked the rector. 

" For my pet aversion," answered Fay. 

" What's that— a tennis party ? " 

"No, a mothers' meeting," she said. 

"Come, come, this is shocking," said the 
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rector. "You will never do to help in my 
parish if you hold these views." 

** You must only believe half of what Fay 
tells you about such matters, Dr. Gray," said 
Helen. ** She takes a pleasure in making her- 
self out worse than she really is. I assure you 
the mothers of West Dene are all in love with 
Fay, and it is a great disappointment to them 
when she does not appear at the meetings." 

" That is only because I make them laugh," 
said Fay. "Nell is the one who comforts 
and gives them advice. I couldn't do that. I 
should have been at my wits' end if Mrs. 
Barnes had asked me to prescribe for her 
Johnnie, as she asked Helen the other day. 
Nell, of course, was equal to the occasion, and 
is up a peg in the estimation of all the mothers 
in consequence." 

"Well, Fay, there is no fear of your being 
asked for advice at my meeting. I shall be 
quite satisfied if you amuse the mothers and 
keep them in good humour." 

" But whatever will you do with them all the 
time ? " asked the girl. " Make them play 
tennis ? " 

Mrs. Gray laughed. 

" Who spoke about tennis "i " said the rector. 
" Do you wish a game, Fay } " 
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" Not to-day, thank you. But," she added, 
boldly, " I wish you would have a tennis party 
such as you had last year." 

" A very good idea," said the rector, laugh- 
ing. "Ernest," he said, turning to young 
Myddleton, who was at that moment enjoying 
a tHe-a-tHe talk with Helen, "what do you 
say to our celebrating your visit by a tennis 
party ? But it must be when you are with us," 
he added. " You know we have arranged for 
you to spare us a day or two before you leave 
the neighbourhood. Do you agree, Mary ? " 

" Certainly ; but I want them to dine with 
us one evening as well, when Ernest comes to 
stay. Then you can discuss your plans for 
the garden party," she added, smiling. 

" Capital," said the rector. " We may count 
upon you all, I suppose. Ted, you will still 
be here. I leave the arranging of dates to 
Mary." * 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE woodman's COUNSEL. 

I HAT do you say, Ernest, to a visit 
to a forester's cot in the wilds of 
the woodlands ? " asked Ted, a 
day later. **You could get splendid material 
for your next novel — ' local colouring,' and all 
that sort of thing, you know. Old Spence is 
quite a character of this part of the world. 
No visitor should leave West Dene without 
paying him a visit." 

''Well, as I am not writing a novel, the 
'local colouring, and that sort of thing,' would 
be rather lost on me. Perhaps Miss Warham 
will introduce me to the worthy couple when 
she takes me that promised walk to the village, 
when I believe I am to see the ' lions ' of the 
place ? " he said, turning to Helen. 

*' Oh, by all means ! " she replied. " I 
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think we had better let Ted have Master 
Spence to himself this evening. The old 
man will have a fund of talk to pour out about 
his old friends, which may be interesting to 
Ted, but could scarcely be so to you, who 
have known nothing about them," 

Ernest heartily agreed, being most anxious 
to remain where he might have some further 
opportunity of being near Helen. 

It was a lovely evening, soft and balmy, 
when Ted started for the woods. He took 
a longer path than usual, for by the short cut 
the fir wood was little more than a quarter 
of a mile from the manor. He was in the 
mood, however, for a long and solitary ramble. 

The path he took skirted a brook fringed 
with alders and bright green flags. Large 
moss-grown stones covered its bed, between 
which were gleams of yellow sand and clear 
limpid water. Under the bank-sides were 
deep pools, the loved haunt of the speckled 
beauties. Two and three pounders were there, 
gold-coloured, with carmine and purple spots 
— kings of the brook. 

This had been one of his and Helen's 
favourite spots; it was here they had made 
their first childish attempts at fishing; and 
how many times had they not crossed and 

H 
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recrossed the famous stepping-stones higher 
up ! But to-night Ted's thoughts were else- 
where — more in the future, perhaps, than in 
the past. His meditations were interrupted 
by his suddenly catching sight of a figure 
amongst the firs; the brook had been left 
behind, and he was in the plantation now. It 
was Spence, erect and sturdy as ever, He 
was about to pass with, *' Good-night, sir — 'tis 
a fine evenin'." 

" Indeed it is, Spence." A sudden impulse, 
perhaps the longing for the relief that some of 
us find in speaking out when the heart and 
brain are oppressed, seized him. Spence was 
true as steel, and he had, as a boy, received 
from him many a bit of wise counsel over matters 
that had troubled him in the old days. " Have 
you time to go on to the Warren with me ? " 

"That I have. Master Edward. Tis a 
pleasure to see you about here again. It 
'minds one of old times." 

** Ah ! " said Ted, in a dismal tone ; " the 
old times that will never come again." 

"Don't say that, sir; why, they've been 
telling us that you've joined yourself to a big 
concern in London, where you'll be making a 
grand fortune, and you .will be buying all this 
here land back again some day," 
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*' Far from that/' cried . the young man in a 
bitter tone. "It is all talk, Spence; Tm no 
better than any other clerk in a merchants 
office, and I see no way of ever being any- 
thing more/' he added hopelessly. 

" Nay, nay, Master Edward, it ain't so bad 
as that, I know," said the old forester, cheerily, 

"If nothing unforeseen happens, we shall 
have to leave West Dene altogether," rejoined 
Ted, " and that pretty soon. It's too long and 
too sore a history to go into to-night, Spence." 

"Nor would I wish you to do it. Master 
Edward. But there's one thing I'm sure of, 
there's no shame nor illdoin's where the family 
at the Manor House is concerned, which is 
more 'an can be said for certain folks as we 
knows on not a hundred mile from this ! But 
don't ye be down-hearted, sir, there's more ways 
out o' the wood than one ; an' if I may make 
60 bold as to tell you, what your own lookin'- 
glass must ha' told ye many a time, a hand- 
some young gentleman, same as yourself, 
shouldn't need to go far to find what might 
mend matters fast enough." 

Ted laughed, and at the same time he flushed 
up red to the roots of his hair. 

" I should have thought you wiser than that, 
Spence/' 
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*' Nay, Master Edward, I do but talk common 
sense. You've got the name an' the land, an 
there must be plenty of nice young ladies that 
such as yourself can come across, in a big, rich 
place like London, as has the money." 

" Did you marry yourself from motives of 
that sort, Spence ? " 

"Why, bless 'ee, no, sir. But you an' me 
is a different matter. ' Mother ' an' me was 
fond of each other when she was but a slip o' 
a little lass at dame school. Thank God, 
nobody never come atwixt me an' my Mary. 
But you see there was no old name nor home 
to be kept up, same as yours. I'd saved a bit 
afore we married, an' her mother gave her 
some bits o' furniture — a press an' tubs for the 
home-made wine an' harb-beer, an' such like ; 
an' there was nothin' more to think on but to 
go to church an' ask God's blessin' on it." 

" I wish to God I could do the same," cried 
Ted in the bitterness of his young spirit. In 
his heart he had the thought of a face that he 
dearly loved ; and he gave vent to his feelings 
by cutting fiercely with his stick at some 
undergrowth that was beside their path. 

The old forester gave a quick sidelong look 
at his companion with his keen grey eyes, but 
he did not speak for a little, nor did Ted ; he 
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walked on a little faster than before, until they 
came to the brow of a hill that lay before them, 

*' Sit down a bit, Spence," he said then ; " let 
us talk this matter over a little. Now, tell me 
what would you do if you cared too much for 
some one that you ought not to think of ? '' 

'* Puttin' myself in your place. Master 
Edward ? " 

"Just that, Spence." 

" Well, ye see, I be old-fashioned in my 
notions. Our folks at the chapel, under the 
hill — you know the little place, ' mother ' an* I 
goes to of a Sunday — we holds that if we has 
a hankerin'-like after somethin' as is not for 
us, we must drive it out by prayer to the Lord; 
an* we must ask Him to make us see our duty 
right, an' to make the way plain before us. 
But Fve no wish to be preachin' to you. 
Master Edward." 

" Say on, Spence, I like to listen to you ; 
but remember married life is our text to-night.'' 

"Right you are, sir. Well, I was saying 
that with such as me an' 'mother' there was 
nothin' to think on but just this — we loved one 
another truly, I could take a cottage, and could 
ask the parson to tie us together with a clean 
conscience. But if, as you say 'tis, that in 
some way there ain't likely to be enough money 
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to keep the old place together — you must ex- 
cuse my plain speakin' — why then I see nothin' 
for It but to drive that there feelin' for some 
one as you say you can never marry clean out 
o' your heart, an' to try an' fix your choice 
on some one as is likely to suit every way. 
There's many a rich young lady as is good 
an' pretty too ; why you an' me knows of more 
'an one o' that sort, not so far from here 
neither." 

Ted knew to whom the old man referred; 
they were the daughters of a wealthy city man, 
who had bought some property in the neigh- 
bourhood a few years back, and his family 
were much respected both by the gentry and 
the poor of the district. He did not, however, 
respond to Spence's suggestion, either by look 
or word ; only he whipped at some dry strag- 
gling pieces of ling more savagely than before. 

** You know old Master Bentley, of the moor 
farm; he an' me has met at our chapel an' 
passed a few friendly words every Sunday for 
this many a year. Well, he had three sons; 
they've all done well for themselves, an' he 
used to say to me, * Thank God for all His 
mercies. Master Spence ; but I tell 'ee all the 
same, I might pray the Lord, same as Jacob 
did, to bless the lads every day o' their lives, 
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but if I didn't give 'em line upon line, an' 
precept upon precept, they'd ha' gone wrong, 
sure as eggs is eggs. They've good homes o' 
their own now ; they married right, an* they've 
had no after thoughts in that matter. An' one 
o' the things I alius used to say to 'em was — 
a better 'an me has said it afore me — 'Don't 
marry for property, lads, but go an' look for 
a wife where property is.' Now don't you 
think, Master Edward, if I may make so bold, 
that them's the very words as I might say to 
you." 

Ted laughed. " It's no use at all, Spence ; 
my feet shall never take me where my heart 
cannot follow. But don't think, from what I 
said, that I had let my thoughts hang on what 
could never be lawfully mine. I know what a 
safe, true old chap you are, and I will tell you 
a little how things stand. The one I love 
is as sweet and good as heart could wish, and 
I have known her all my life, and been fond of 
her almost as long a time ; but she is not rich. 
What she has would help to make a home that 
was worthy of her; and she goes into the 
world quite enough to ensure her meeting 
some one who could give her a home that 
would be worthy of her. But it is not enough 
to do what I ought to do, what my mother has 
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set her heart on my doing. I love her so well 
that I can think of no one else, and yet I shall 
never ask her to marry me." 

" Never is a long word, Master Edward. 
Does the young lady know that you have set 
your thoughts on her in this way ? " 

''She has not the faintest suspicion of it, 
Spence. We have been like brother and 
sister, you see; I fear she would be amazed 
if any one hinted at such an idea as love of a 
different kind between us." 

"Then my advice — ^but you see Tm an old 
man, an' the old an* the young is apt to look 
at things with different eyes — my advice is, 
keep out of the lady's way if you love her an' 
cannot offer her marriage. Love's the same 
as murder — it will out. An* do as Master 
Bentley said — ^go where property is, and pray 
the Lord to direct you. An' then if, after all, 
'tis His will as you an' the young lady of your 
choice shell be joined in holy matrimony, why 
'twill come to pass in spite of all. There's a 
hymn we sing in our chapel — 

* If what I wish is good 
And suits the will divine. 
By earth and hell in vain withstood, 
I know it shall be mine.' " 

•' I wish I had your faith, Spence." 
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" Nay, IVe nought o' myself. Tis the Lord 
gives that too ; an' 'tis the blessedest gift as He 
has to give us. It has helped me an' 'mother' 
along many a long path." 

" I'm always thinkin' how I can make the 
money, Spence. That's where my thoughts 
run most just now." 

" Well, an* may be that's no sin in His sight, 
if we want it for a right purpose. Doesn't 
the Bible tell us to * provide things honest 
in the sight of all men ' ? An' if then the Lord 
has set you an' Miss Helen in your place 
yonder, and you does credit to it, where can 
the harm be in prayin' Him to let you keep in 
it ? Wouldn't ' mother ' an' me feel it right sore 
if He was to 'low things to come so that we 
should hev' to leave our pretty cottage an' go 
to a couple o' rooms in a back street in Red- 
minster ? I've heard tell that one o' the 
grandest buildin's in the richest part o' London 
has them words over the pillars of the door- 
ways, ' The earth is the Lord's, and the fulness 
thereof.' If you ask Him for some of them 
riches of His, an' He doesn't see fit to give them 
to you, why then 'tis clear your duty is to say 
Amen again to that. But there can't be no 
more harm in askin' for them than there is in 
one o' my children's beggin' ' mother ' to give 
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'em one o' her fine Blenheim orange apples, as 
she thinks so much on ; but if they ain't just 
ripe, or the child be out o' sorts, she has to 
say no sometimes ; an' the child has to learn 
not to grizzle over it" 

The old foresters natural and simple talk 
did Ted good. Instead of going on to the 
Warren, they stayed where they were, until 
Spence said it was getting " near roostin' time, 
and 'mother' would be wondering where he 
was." With a hearty hand-clasp the two parted, 
and the younger man walked back towards the 
Manor House in a more optimistic mood than 
he had been for some time. 
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love's thorns. 

|RS. WARHAM, whilst Ted was 
talking to the old forester, had lain 
on her couch in the drawing-room, 
thinking also of the future. Helen had allowed 
herself to forget care for a time, and she 
sat with Ernest and Fay on the broad old- 
fashioned window-seat talking and looking out 
over the lawn and the land beyond, which was 
now bathed in the evening sunlight, that fell 
in slanting rays over the trees and the smooth 
green sward. 

"This place always reminds me of a verse 
of Jean Ingelow's," remarked Ernest — 

** A brave old house ! a garden full of bees, 

Large dropping poppies and queen hoUihocks, 
With butterflies for crowns — tree peonies, 
And pinks and goldilocks." 
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Soon the conversation was between Ernest 
and Helen only. They capped each other's 
quotations from their favourite poets, and ex- 
pressed pleasure and surprise that the favourite 
of one proved invariably to be a favourite with 
the other. Fay declared that she was not 
given to reading these, which was not altogether 
the truth. 

" I am one too many here," she said to her- 
self soon, and so she betook herself to the 
piano. ''They will talk more freely under 
cover of the music," she thought. And, to tell 
the truth, seeing Helen and Ernest so happy 
together had awakened feelings in her own 
breast that craved expression. 

She made no pretensions to being con- 
sidered a fine player or singer, and could rarely 
be persuaded to play or sing, excepting 
when alone with the Warhams ; yet her touch 
was exquisitely tender and expressive, and she 
sang much without notes — a faculty that always 
gives pleasure to the sympathetic listener. 
Often favourite lines were set to music of Fay's 
own composing, though she did not always like 
to acknowledge the fact ; and this evening, see- 
ing the two friends mutually engrossed, and 
Mrs. Warham apparently asleep, she gave full 
play to the mood of the moment, as she sang — 
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" Like a daisy I was, near him growing ; 

Must I move because favours flag, 
And be like a brown wall-flower blowing 

Far out of reach in a crag ? 
Lift I O lift, thou lowering sky, 

An thou canst, thy blue regain ! 
An thou canst not, he and I 

Need not part for drops of rain." 

Then Fay jumped up from the piano and 
went to a side window that looked out over 
a flower-garden and a small paddock beyond, 
which sloped down to the brink of a narrow 
streamlet, which joined a broader brook a little 
way further on. How often she and Helen 
and Ted had played along its margin as chil- 
dren. She was thinking of this when Helen 
called for another song. 

" Now you know you were not listening to 
me before, either of you," she objected. Still 
she took her seat again, and this time a spirit 
of mischief took possession of her, and she 
sang — 

** Where there is no place 
For the glowworm to lie ; 
Where there is no space 

For receipt of a fly; 
Where the midge dares not venture 

Lest herself fast she lay ; 

If love come he will enter 

And soon find his way/' 
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Then Fay closed the piano. 

" Is that all ? " asked Ernest. 

Helen was vexed to find herself flushing ; 
she knew what was in her cousin's mind, and 
felt irritated with her. But Fay vanished, and 
soon they saw her pass the window. Helen 
turned towards her mother and found that she 
had now really fallen asleep. 

" Do not disturb her," said her companion. 
And the two fell to talking again. 

Jean Ingelow was a pet poet with Fay, and 
Ernest's quotation had brought her poems 
strongly to mind this evening. She was in 
a restless mood, too, and youth, when restless, 
is much given to indulging in the poetic vein. 
If one does not write verses one's self at 
these times, one turns to those of others. The 
streamlet down in the paddock drew her to- 
wards it, and as she went she thought of the 
lines — 

" Over the grass we stepped into it. 

And God knoweth how blithe we were ! 
Never a voice to bid us eschew it : 
Hey, the green ribbon that showed so fair I 
• » • • 

The beck grows wider, the hands must sever. 

On either margin, our songs all done, 
We move apart, while she singeth ever. 
Taking the course of the stooping sun," 
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Twilight found Fay still by the brook, and 
Ted also found her there on his way back 
from his walk with the old forester. He looked 
paler than was his wont — Fay noted this even 
in the dim light — and grave too; something 
troubled him, she thought. And this made 
her quiet also. The two stood together for 
a few moments by the stream, and neither 
spoke till Ted said— 

" Why are you here alone. Fay ? " 

"And pray am I not old enough to be out 
in the evening alone, and so close to home, 
too ? " asked Fay in a light, flippant tone. 

Only an assumed flippancy this was, to- 
night. As he had come towards her she had, 
in point of fact, longed to talk more seriously 
to him, and to walk, if only for a few minutes, 
with him by the streamlet in the soft twilight 
But as he showed no desire to do this, neither 
would she. 

"It begins to feel damp and chilly here, 
Fay; where are Helen and Ernest?" 

" Am I my sister's keeper ? " rejoined Fay. 
" You will find them, however, in the drawing- 
room, if you go there. I am not going in yet 
awhile ; but pray do not consider it necessary 
to stay to take care of me." 

Ted looked annoyed ; so it seemed to Fay. 
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In reality, her light tones jarred on his present 
mood. He stood for a moment irresolute, then 
he said coldly — 

" As you please, Fay ; but if we stay out any 
longer, we must walk, or you will get chilled." 

" Let us go in at once then," said the way- 
ward girl, and she turned and walked briskly 
up the paddock. 

All the softness and light seemed to have 
left her eyes, and they went in silence towards 
the house, where Ted joined the trio in the 
drawing-room. Fay, however, ran straight up 
to her bedroom, where she looked out again 
from her window on the paddock and the 
streamlet, murmuring to herself — 

"We two walk on in our grassy places 
On either marge of the moonlit flood. 
With the moon's own sadness In our faces. 
Where joy is withered, blossom and bud" 

Then a flood of tears came, and the window 
was shut. Yet long after Fay had crept 
wearily into bed that night, Ted was standing 
again by the little beck in the moonlight, look- 
ing up towards her window, and thinking the 
" long, long thoughts of youth.*' 
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CHAPTER X. 

A PLEASANT DINNER. 

' The occupation dearest to his heart 
Was to encourage goodness." 

|E have been busy discussing plans 
for the tennis party," said Dr. 
Gray, as the Warhams and Ernest 
Myddleton were dining at the Rectory one 
evening. ** You and Ted will be the lions of 
the afternoon," he said, turning to Myddleton. 

" Yes, indeed," laughed Mrs. Gray ; " nearly 
everybody in the place has heard that you are 
here, and I have been besieged already with 
half a dozen questions about you." 

*'See what notoriety is," said the rector, 
smiling. " You come down to Redminster for 
a day or two, and instantly every one begins 
talking of you, and discussing your plans with 
as much interest as if you were Royalty itself. 
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This party will give Redminster a fine oppor- 
tunity of renewing its acquaintance with you ; 
and it helps us to pay off old scores too. You 
and Ted must fight the Redminster champion, 
and take the pride of the inhabitants down a 

peg. 

"Who is the champion this year?'' asked 
Ernest. 

"A man of the name of Brooke, a nice 
enough fellow, but a little carried away by 
Conceit at his own prowess. You and Ted 
will have to show Redminster how the game 
is played. I am glad you don't forget the old 
place, my boy," he said, turning to young 
Myddleton. 

" I enjoyed life here too much. Dr. Gray, to 
do that." 

The party assembled that evening round 
the Rectory table was a very bright one. 

The rector was the friend of young people 
of all sorts and conditions. None understood 
better than he how to sympathize with them. 
They would tell him their troubles, and feel 
all the time as if they were talking to an 
elder brother, or a father, as the case might be. 
He would listen to the hopes, plans, and am- 
bitions of his young friends with the greatest 
interest, and many a shy boy, whose cherished 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A PLEASANT DINNER. ns 

day-dreams were too sacred to be exposed 
to the perhaps unsympathetic atmosphere of 
home, found in the rector a warm-hearted and 
helpful confidant. Many a man, and woman, 
too, who was suffering from the effects of her 
own wrong-doing, was pointed by the kindly 
rector to Him who could lift, by the power of 
His Cross, to a better life. 

Of all his boy friends, Ernest Myddleton 
was the rector's special favourite. He had 
seen from the first that he was no ordinary 
boy; and the keen interest he took in books 
pleased the rector so much, that he gave him 
the run of his library — a very rare privilege. 
Gradually Ernest won a place in the heart 
different from that held by any other of his 
boy friends ; and he had a great many of these, 
who were warmly received whenever they 
chose to go to him, and welcome to whatever 
help and encouragement he could give. But 
Ernest held the place of a son ; and the rector s 
interest in him was that of a father in a son of 
whom he is very proud. 

As for young Myddleton, the Rectory had 
always been to him like a second home, and 
the rector and his wife like a second father 
and mother ; the more so now that both his 
parents were dead. 
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Though they had no children of their own, 
Dr. and Mrs. Gray loved to have young people 
about them. A friendly party, such as was 
now gathered round their table, was their great 
delight. 

No wonder, therefore, that everybody was 
so cheerful that evening. 

Edward Warham had forgotten his depres- 
sion of spirits, and vied with Ernest in making 
the rector talk. Listening to Ernest's account 
of his college life, made Dr. Gray feel young 
again, and being led to talk of his own remi- 
niscences, many a racy anecdote was recalled, 
causing much hearty laughter. 

Mrs. Gray replied to Ernest's enquiries after 
his old friends, told him interesting stories 
about her protegies, and made Fay laugh 
merrily over some of her parish experiences. 
Mrs. Warham enjoyed the conversation quietly, 
but took little part in it. 

Helen, having banished for once, as it 
seemed, her cares and worries, laughed as 
gaily as any of the others. She sat next 
Ernest Myddleton, who, in spite of his con- 
versation with the rector, found time to talk 
pretty often to her. Mrs. Gray, glancing at 
them now and then, smiled a little to herself; 
and there were others at the table who noticed 
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what evident pleasure the two took in talking 
to each other. 

The conversation was not allowed to drift 
into gossip or twaddle. There were allusions 
to the topics of the day, discussions about new 
books and new authors, in which all took part. 
There was no shyness or awkwardness any- 
where. Dr. Gray and his wife understood 
too thoroughly the art of putting people at 
their ease for their guests to be nervous in 
their presence. 

The home of an English clergyman, if he 
be a man of culture, as is usually the case, is 
peculiarly fitted to be the centre of refining 
influences. It was this which lent the great 
charm to the Rectory at Redminster. Yet 
there was nothing suggestive of great luxury 
or extravagance in the room in which the party 
were sitting. It was long and low, with a bow 
window opening on to the flower-garden at 
the back of the house. Its dark terra cotta 
walls were relieved by some beautiful en- 
gravings of works of the great masters, and 
a few tastefully framed photographs. Quaint 
vases of Venetian glass and other ware, picked 
up during annual holidays, most of them filled 
with flowers, were scattered about in odd 
corners of the room. 
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By one person in the room the charm of 
the environment was specially felt, and that 
was by Ernest Myddleton. Never had the 
Rectory appeared so like home to him as it 
did this evening. As he looked at Mrs. Gray, 
a vague half-thought flitted through his brain 
of a home like that in which he would be 
master, and in imagination he substituted 
another form for that of Mrs. Gray at the 
head of the table. Was it by mere chance that . 
his glance immediately wandered to Helen's 
fair face ; or was it that he had already met 
his ideal, though he himself was only half 
conscious of the fact ? 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

"Come into my study, Ernest," said the 
rector, after the West Dene party had left. 

"Ah ! this is quite like old times, Dr. Gray," 
said Myddleton, in a tone of satisfaction, as he 
threw himself into the comfortable arm-chair 
opposite the rector's in the library. 

"Yes, the old room has pleasant associations. 
Will you have a cigar ? " he said, handing 
Ernest a case. 

" No, thank you — I don't smoke." 

"Ah! I am glad to hear it. I wondered 
if you had resisted that weakness. Believe 
me, the longer you can do without it the better. 
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To tell the truth, I keep these chiefly because 
I find some visitors will talk to me more freely 
under what they consider the genial influence 
of tobacco. I have known men come to me 
and be so shy and tongue-tied that I thought 
I should never get anything out of them ; but 
no sooner was a cigar in the mouth than the 
reserve melted. As for myself, I have never 
taken to smoking." 

" Ah ! Dr. Gray," said Ernest, " you are one 
of those happy, well-conditioned natures, who 
need neither to be soothed nor stimulated by 
artificial means." 

"There you are flattering me, my boy. 
Yes," he went on, after a short pause, " this is 
just like old times, when you used to curl your- 
self up in that arm-chair and read by the hour. 
What a bookworm you were, to be sure. I 
like to see you in your old place, my boy." 

** You have got more books than ever now," 
said Ernest, looking round at the well-filled 
shelves. 

** Oh, yes," said the rector, laughing. " The 
wife gives me a lecture now and then on the 
evil of having so many. She calls it my ' be- 
setting sin.' But I must show you my latest 
acquisition," he said, rising and reaching down 
a magnificent copy of Ruskin's ' Seven Lamps 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I20 WEST DENE MANOR. 

of Architecture.* That is a work of art, 
isn't It?" 

" Beautiful ! " said Ernest. " That must have 
cost you a small fortune, I should think." 

" Pretty well," said the rector ; ** but it s a 
first-rate work, and I confess I could not resist 
the temptation." 

He settled himself comfortably in his arm- 
chair again, and plunged into conversation 
with Ernest. Such tite-d-tUe talks were his 
delight. There was an irresistible charm about 
the way in which he drew out confidences. 
His nature was singularly sympathetic; one 
reason, perhaps, for his being such a favourite 
with young and old, was just that he was able 
to enter into the feelings peculiar to both to an 
extent that few could do. 

He had soon drawn from Ernest an account 
of his hopes and aims. He smiled quietly at 
the studiedly indifferent way in which Ernest 
turned the conversation to West Dene and its 
inmates. Had he not once himself felt and 
behaved in the same way ? 

« ♦ « 4f 4f 

An hour or so later the rector and his wife 
were having a cosy tUe-a-tUe in the same room. 
The last hour of the day, before retiring to 
rest, was always spent by them together. It 
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was then they talked over the events of the 
day, and exchanged their mutual confidences. 
Then it was that they discussed their plans, or 
talked of the friends in whom they had an 
interest. Often this was the only hour of the 
day that they had for quiet talk, for both led 
busy lives. 

Both had sat silent for some minutes. The 
rector had a book in his hand, but he was not 
reading, he was watching his wife's calm, peace- 
ful face, as the lamp-light fell on it, bringing out 
that look of sweet serenity, born of inward 
happiness, which was its great charm. 

*' Pleasant thoughts, eh, little wife } " he asked, 
looking at her with an intense love beaming in 
his bright grey eyes. 

" Yes, Alfred,'* she replied, with a loving 
smile, ** very pleasant. I was just wondering 
if many people were as happy as you and I," 
she went on. 

The rector laughed. "Yes, we have pulled 
very well together, Mary — very well," he added, 
musingly. 

There was another pause, then the rector 
broke the silence again. 

**How fast the young folk are growing 
up, Mary. I can hardly believe it. It seems 
sometimes as if it were only yesterday that I 
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held them in my arms at the font, and now 
here they are quite grown up." 

" Yes," said his wife, " it is difficult to realize 
that they are no longer children." 

"What a fine fellow Myddleton has grown,'* 
said the rector. 

"Very; he does you credit," said his wife, 
smiling. " You know I always look upon him 
as your boy. You have been just like a father 
to him." 

" I suppose he will be thinking of marrying 
soon," she continued. 

The rector laughed. " I suppose you have 
somebody in view, Mary. You are a great 
match-maker, I know." 

*' You must qualify that last statement, Alfred. 
It is only true in part. I would do anything in 
my power to remove difficulties from the path 
of those who I know as a certainty care for 
each other, but match-making in the ordinary 
sense I abhor." 

*' Well, well," laughed her husband, " let me 
hear from whose path you intend to remove 
difficulties, as far as Ernest Myddleton is con- 
cerned." 

" I am not sure," answered Mrs. Gray ; '* but 
I have often thought Helen Warham would be 
the very wife for him." 
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"You have?" said the rector. ''What if 
Miss Helen's affections are given else- 
where ? " 

'* I should think it very unlikely. Besides, 
did you not notice to-night what a fancy Ernest 
seemed to have taken to her ; and I am sure 
she did not look as if his attentions were 
unwelcome/' 

" Well, I have a shrewd idea,*' said the rector, 
*' that Dennis admires her, and will eventually 
make her an offer." 

"Alfred!" 

" Well ? " laughed the rector. 

" You don't mean to say that, even if he did, 
she would accept him ? " 

" I am not prepared to say she would not." 

"But the idea is absurd! That old book- 
worm " 

" I beg your pardon, Mary ; Dennis is not 
much over forty." 

" Well, he looks much more," said his wife ; 
"and Helen is not much over twenty. So 
think what the disparity would be." 

" I know a case where the disparity of age 
is as great, and yet has not been seriously 
objected to as a bar to the happiness of the 
parties," said the rector, with an amused 
twinkle in his eyes. 
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"Oh, well, you are not Mr. Dennis, you 
know ! " she said, laughing. 

" A nice way to get out of it," he rejoined ; 
" but, seriously, Mary," he went on, " I should 
not wonder if Dennis thinks of making her his 
wife. Look how devoted she is to the children. 
She would make them a capital mother.*' 

" Oh, Alfred, I cannot think that she really 
cares for that man ! He is not at all a match 
for her. I should ever so much rather see her 
married to Ernest Myddleton. I am sure he 
admires her. Several things I have noticed 
make me think so." 

"But, for all you know, Helen may prefer 
Mr. Dennis." 

" I am sure she would not. He is not at all 
the husband for her. I wonder he ever married 
at all." 

" Poor fellow ! " said the rector. " They say 
he was devotedly attached to his wife." 

"All the more reason why he should not 
marry again. A man who has only half a 
heart to offer has no right to marry a girl so 
tender and warm-hearted as Helen. The man 
who makes her his wife should be devoted to 
her ; and I am sure Ernest would be that if, 
as I feel pretty sure, they already have a fancy 
for each other." 
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"Well, wife, I am sure nothing would please 
me better than to see them married ; they are 
both very dear to me. I have been teasing 
you a little, Mary. I fancy, like you, that they 
both have a sort of fancy for each other. I 
noticed it to-night." 

** There," said his wife, triumphantly, " I 
shall do what I can to further it; see if I 
don't ! " she said, laughing. 

*• I wish you all success, little woman. Dear 
me, I had no idea it was so late ; this comes 
of your match-making, you see ! " 
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CHAPTER XL 

MRS. GRAY GIVES A TENNIS PARTY. 

" But sorrow returned with the dawning of morn, 
And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away." 

|RS. gray had sent out her invita- 
tions for a garden party at the 
Rectory, and all Redminster was in 
a flutter of excitement at the prospect. A 
party at the Rectory was looked forward to 
by everybody. 

There were some misgivings about the 
weather; but they vanished when the day 
arrived — gloriously fine and pleasantly warm, 
perfect weather, as everybody said, for a 
garden party. 

Ernest Myddleton was in high spirits, and 
helped energetically in all the preparations, 
marking out the tennis-court, going into 
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Redminster for a fresh supply of balls, and 
making himself useful in a dozen different ways. 

"It would be worth while, Dr. Gray, to 
forbid any trespassing on your strawberry- 
beds. People will never be able to resist the 
temptation of helping themselves to such as 
these " — pointing to a basket he had just filled. 

"No, no, there shall be no prohibition to 
anything to-day. It is only once in a way, you 
know," he added, laughing. 

"Well, I hope," said his wife, "that they 
will leave some of the fruit for my mothers. 
They enjoy picking it for themselves more 
than anything ; and people are very thought- 
less, you know, Alfred. A great many who 
come here have fruit of their own, and do not 
need to pick ours; but they will never think 
of that, and will do it out of mere thought- 
lessness." 

"Well, well, please yourself, Mary; you 
know more about such matters than I do. 
Mrs. Gray is afraid her jam will suffer," he 
said to Ernest; "don't you believe what she 
says about the * mothers,' it s all nonsense " — 
and he went off laughing. 

Between three and four the guests began 
to arrive, and the lawn was soon a gay scene. 
The tennis players were eager for the fray, 
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and their bright costumes formed a pretty 
contrast to the more sombre colouring worn 
by the other members of the party. 

The rector flitted to and fro, joking with this 
one and that, inquiring after the health of old 
ladies — occupied, in short, in making every 
one feel thoroughly at home. 

Ernest Myddleton was of course a centre of 
attraction, as all Redminster knew that it was 
chiefly in his honour the party had been given. 
He made himself very agreeable, chatting to 
his old friends, many of whom he had not seen 
for some years. 

" Ernest, we want you on the tennis ground," 
said the rector's voice. " I am sure you have 
done your duty in the talking line by this 
time," he continued, taking him off to join the 
players. 

To tell the truth, he was rather loth to go. 
He had not much interest in the game this 
afternoon. He was wondering what made the 
Warhams so late in arriving, and he went off 
with Dr. Gray, inwardly railing at the fashion 
which makes every one think it the thing to 
arrive at a party after everybody else. 

He threw himself heartily into the game, 
however, and was soon thoroughly enjoying 
it The Redminster champion, Brooke, and 
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another local player, were matched against 
Ernest and a young stranger. The play was 
close, and attracted quite a little crowd of 
onlookers. 

As matters were becoming exciting, the 
rivals being five all in the last of the three 
sets, Ernest caught sight of the West Dene 
party just arriving. He looked up eagerly. 
Mrs. Gray was bringing them over to see the 
game. As they came nearer, he saw, to his 
surprise, that Helen was not in the group ; he 
looked for her everywhere, but in vain. When 
he took his place, ready to serve, he heard Mrs. 
Warham, who, with the rectors wife, was 
standing a few yards oflf, apologizing for her 
daughter's absence. She was not coming, 
then. As he heard that, his interest in the 
game died out. It was just as if the sunshine, 
which had been so brilliant the whole after- 
noon, had suddenly become obscured by a 
cold grey mist. He played on mechanically, 
conscious all the time of its being better to 
beat the champion player if possible ; but, for 
himself, hardly caring whether he did so or not. 
He hardly heard the applause which greeted 
himself and his partner, as they came off vic- 
torious, and he was just walking off abstractedly 
when a merry voice close by exclaimed — 
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" Well, Mr. Myddleton, you are in a brown 
study." 

He looked up, and caught sight of Fay. 

" I beg your pardon, Miss Gwynne." 

" Oh, don't apologize/' she replied. " Your 
cutting your friends dead is perhaps excusable 
after such a feat as you have just performed. 
Not every one can beat the Redminster tennis 
champion," she added, laughing mischievously. 

" I assure you I wasn't thinking of the game 
at all," he said, somewhat nettled by her 
manner. " When did you come ? " he asked 
next. He knew perfectly well, but wanted an 
excuse for asking why Helen was not there. 

" Oh, just a few minutes ago," said Fay. 

" Is Miss Warham here ? " he asked, in a 
studiedly careless tone. 

" No. Helen went as usual on an errand of 
mercy. I never saw such a girl — she always 
does whenever there is anything of this sort on." 

" I dare say a tennis party has not many 
attractions for your cousin," said Ernest. 

" Oh, Helen doesn't play much ; but she 
always enjoys coming here ; and I know she 
was most anxious to come to-day, so it is the 
more provoking that she cannot." 

"Is there no chance of her coming later 
on ?" asked Myddleton. 
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*' I fancy not ; she has gone down to nurse 
the little Dennis boy." 

" Dennis ? " said Ernest, questioningly. 
" Is that one of the boys I saw at West 
Dene ? " 

** Yes. You don't know the father, do you ? 
I suppose you haven't been here since they 
came to West Dene ? Old Mr. Dennis is 
rather a slow coach — at least I think so ; I 
don't believe he is really very old. He is a 
clergyman, and awfully learned. He was 
obliged to give up his living on account of 
his health. His wife is dead, and he has 
these two boys, who have taken a desperate 
fancy to Helen. Then there's a Miss Dennis, 
who lives not far from here. She pays 
periodical visits to her brother to see how 
he is getting on. I do not care much for her ; 
she is a weak dilution of himself." 

"Are you as devoted to the children as Miss 
Warham ? " he asked. 

•* Oh dear, no ! I don't mind the small 
one. Rex ; he is rather fun, says quaint things 
in an amusing way ; but Robin is my aversion. 
You never know what that boy has in his 
pockets ; he fills them with slugs and tadpoles, 
and all kinds of slimy creatures, picked nobody 
knows where." 
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Ernest laughed. '' I can fancy that would 
not be in your line, Miss Gwynne," he said, 
glancing at the dainty costume she wore, 
every part of which was the perfection of 
neatness and good taste. 

" Come along, Myddleton," said the rector ; 
"we want another set here. Will you and 
Miss Gwynne take a side ? " 

"With pleasure," said Ernest, though he 
felt disappointed at the interruption of this 
conversation with Fay. Seeing, however, how 
eager she was for a game, he determined to 
gratify her by playing his best. The result 
was they won very easily. Just, however, as 
he was about to renew his conversation with 
her, she was called away to play another set ; 
and feeling vexed and angry, he withdrew, 
and sauntered off to another part of the 
garden. 

He felt annoyed with himself for being so 
foolish about what was, after all, nothing. He 
had not thought that Helen's absence could 
have made such a difference to him. How 
much she had already become to him ! Then 
he went off into a pleasant reverie of day- 
dreams, of which Helen was the centre. Sitting 
buried in these thoughts, in the little summer- 
house near the rector's strawberry-beds, he 
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was suddenly startled by hearing voices close 
to him. 

" What magnificent strawberries ! I really 
can't resist them. I always appreciate picking 
them for myself, far more than eating them 
with sugar and cream.*' 

Ernest half rose, remembering Mrs. Gray's 
anxiety about the strawberries being left un- 
touched ; but the voice jarred on him. It was 
that of a girl to whom he did not particularly 
wish to speak just then ; and reflecting that 
she and her companion would not, in all pro- 
bability, make much appreciable difference on 
the quantity of the fruit, he remained where 
he was. 

Their flippant talk was rather irritating; 
but he heard it in an aimless way without 
taking in what they were saying, being busied 
with his own thoughts. Suddenly the name of 
Warham was mentioned, and Ernest's atten- 
tion was unconsciously arrested. 

"Well, everybody says he is paying her a 
vast deal of attention." The voice was that 
of Miss Heath, a pretty little flirt, for whom 
Ernest had rather a contempt. 

" But she surely can't care for that old 
fogey ? " said her companion. 

''Why should she not.*^ He is very well 
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off, and she is cut out for a clergyman's 
wife." 

" She is very fond of the boys, I know, but 
it does not follow that she cares for their 
father." 

" It does not follow, perhaps, but it is very 
likely. Why, I have been amusing myself 
with watching them this afternoon. He " 

" I thought they were not here." 

"Oh, they arrived a short time ago! He 
brought her himself, and has never left her 
side since. I heard him say to some one that 
she had been nursing his little boy all this 
afternoon. That shows of itself which way 
the wind blows." 

''How.?" 

" Why, you little goose, is it likely any girl 
of sense would like to be shut up in a sick 
room on a day like this, rather than be 
enjoying herself out of doors — especially when 
there is a party like this in question — unless 
there were some very strong attraction to keep 
her there.?" 

"I do not think that Miss Warham would 
prefer it," said the other; "but I think she 
would do it if she thought it her duty. She 
is so intensely unselfish." 

Here the conversation stopped, and the girls 
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sauntered off. Ernest rose and made his way 
round to the house by a different path. He 
was determined to judge for himself if what 
they had said was true. 

Tennis was still going on, and numbers of 
people were strolling near the court or watch- 
ing the game ; others were patronizing the 
dainty little refreshment-tables that were scat- 
tered about the garden. Ernest made his way 
through the house and into the drawing-room, 
where he stood watching the various groups 
on the lawn. He was looking out eagerly 
for Helen, when, to his surprise, he noticed 
her sitting just outside the window under the 
copper beech, with Mrs. Gray and Mr. Dennis 
beside her. He drew back, and stood watch- 
ing her from a point where he was invisible 
to outsiders. He felt a thrill of delight as he 
looked at her. She wore a dress of some soft 
filmy stuff, which suited her slender figure to 
perfection. But such details were lost on 
Ernest at that moment. He only knew she 
looked charming, and that it gave him intense 
pleasure to gaze at her. He hardly noticed 
Mr. Dennis at all ; he was thinking of no 
one but her. He had been scarcely conscious 
before that moment of the nature of his feel- 
ings for Helen, and the thought that he might 
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lose her, just when she had become so precious 
to him, was most painful. 

The rector's voice roused him out of the 
reverie into which he had fallen. 

" Why, Myddleton, you truant, you are here, 
are you } I have been searching for you every- 
where. I want to introduce you to my friend 
Dennis. • Has my wife told you about him ? " 

** No ; but Miss Gwynne has." 

** Well, come and see him for yourself," said 
the rector, stepping out of the window. 

"Why, Helen, child!" he exclaimed, "this 
is a treat. I thought we were not to see you 
this afternoon." 

"Miss Warham came with me," explained 
Mr. Dennis. 

" Ah ! indeed ; I didn't understand that ! 
Let me introduce my young friend Myddleton 
to you, Dennis," said the rector, bringing 
Ernest forward. 

Ernest contented himself with saying a few 
commonplace words to the new acquaintance, 
and then turned to Helen. But he found 
himself strangely shy and embarrassed in 
speaking to her, and the remarks he made 
sounded cold and commonplace. 

Helen was conscious of a sense of disap- 
pointment She had looked forward so much 
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to meeting him again, and it was disappointing 
to find him so cold and constrained. She was 
puzzled to find an explanation for it. " Per- 
haps," she thought, '* I have shown too much 
interest in him, and he wishes to show me 
it is unwelcome ; " which thought, as may be 
supposed, did not add much to her peace of 
mind during the rest of the afternoon. - 



When Helen had come downstairs, ready 
dressed for the party, and looking forward to 
it as eagerly, if more quietly, than Fay, she 
had found a note awaiting her, containing a 
pleading request from Mr. Dennis that she 
would look in that afternoon and see little Rex, 
who was far from well. He had asked so 
incessantly for her, that he — Mr. Dennis — 
felt sure she would not refuse to come. 

The brightness faded from Helen's face as 
she read the note. It was not anxiety for 
her little Rex that caused the change. The 
thought did not even cross her mind that he 
might be seriously ill ; there was another feeling 
present, and Helen was startled by its intensity. 

She had been conscious of a marked change 
having taken place in her life lately. Some 
influence had been at work of which she was 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



138 WEST DENE MANOR. 

conscious only in a dim, vague sort of way. 
She hardly dared ask herself what had given a 
new turn to her thoughts of late. Perhaps it 
had not occurred to her before to associate 
the change with Ernest Myddleton ; but Mr. 
Dennis's note, and the train of thought it called 
up, revealed the truth to her. 

She felt now that she was becoming more 
interested in Ernest Myddleton than was safe 
for her own peace of mind, and the discovery 
filled her sensitive soul with dismay. 

" How could I } " she thought, reddening at 
the idea. " What must he think of me } " — 
and she went painfully over in her mind what 
she had said to him, but could find nothing of 
which she needed to be ashamed. There was, 
in fact, nothing to recall ; she had drifted un- 
consciously into love, and it was only now that 
she had awakened to the fact. 

It did not strike her to refuse Mr. Dennis's 
request. It is true she had had qualms about 
going there so often, since she had become 
aware of Mr. Dennis's intentions; but in a 
case like this it would have been selfish to 
refuse, she thought ; so, in spite of protests and 
murmurs from her brother and Fay, she started 
off. Her thoughts were sad ones as she made 
her way down to Mr. Dennis's little cottage. 
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Her discovery brought her no joy — rather the 
reverse. With her usual tendency to morbid 
self-examination, she analyzed the feelings she 
had had the last few weeks. It grieved her 
to think she had so soon forgotten the goal 
which she had set before herself ; that she had 
even for a day lost sight of that which she had 
determined to make her life-work — devotion 
of her life to the welfare and happiness of her 
mother and brother. She had to confess, sadly, 
that the high aims she had set before herself 
some days ago, had been rather lost sight of since 
her intimacy with Ernest Myddleton had begun. 
" It is not for me to dream of marriage with 
him," she said to herself. "He will make some 
brilliant match, and marry a woman fit for the 
kind of society in which he moves. That I 
could never be," she thought, sadly. " I had 
no right to think he cared for me, simply 
because he liked talking with me, and we 
happened to have tastes in common." Yet, 
argue as she did in this way, the thought that 
he was not quite indifferent to her would arise ; 
little things he had said, momentary expres- 
sions of his face, would recur to her mind, 
bringing with them the doubt whether she 
were wholly wrong in supposing that Ernest 
Myddleton cared for her. 
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" This IS good of you, Miss Warham," said 
Mr. Dennis, meeting her at the door. 

" How is Rex ? " she asked. 

"Very much the same as when I wrote. 
Mr. Eyre saw him this morning — he does not 
think there is any danger. But I have tele- 
graphed for my sister ; she will be here in the 
course of the afternoon." 

" Aunty Nell ! Fa', is Aunty Nell coming } '' 
murmured Rex s voice, as Helen entered the 
room. He was tossing about in his little bed 
with flushed cheeks and eyes unnaturally 
bright. 

" Here I am, darling, come to take care of 
you," she said gently, sitting down beside him. 

" Has you really come. Aunty Nell ? Did 
Fa' write you a letter.'^" he asked, excitedly. 
"He said he would, and that you would be 
sure to come." 

Her presence seemed to have a wonderfully 
soothing influence on him ; she told him little 
stories while he lay half asleep, his curly head 
resting on her arm. 

** Aunty Nell," he said suddenly. " Tse going 
to pray to God to make me well." 

" Very well, darling." 

The little fellow folded his hands, and began 
••everently : " O God, make Rex a good boy, 
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and please to make him well quick;" then, 
after a short pause, he added, " God bless this 
little girl, and make her stay always with me." 
This he said with a condescending pat on 
Helen's shoulder, who was kneeling beside 
him. 

" Aunty Nell, how long will God be before 
He does what I asked } " he questioned wearily, 
as he lay back on his pillow again. 

" I do not know, darling ; but Rex must He 
still and not talk." 

The child remained quiet for some little time, 
then he said in a pleading tone — 

"Aunty Nell, Fd like you never, never to 
go away from Rex." 

" Wouldn't you get tired of me if I stayed 
here always 1 " 

" No," said the child, dreamily; " Td like you 
to stay always, and never go away no more." 

Mr. Dennis entering the room just then, 
heard the child's words,' and smiled. He 
looked at Helen, and their eyes met. There 
was the same expression, half wistful, half 
pleading in them which Helen had noticed that 
Sunday afternoon. How long ago it seemed 
now ; and the remembrance of all that had 
passed since then made her heart beat wildly. 

A tumult of thought filled her mind. All 
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the plausible arguments she had used in trying 
to persuade herself that it was her duty to 
accept his offer, were swept away in the wild 
rush of feeling that filled her heart. What had 
seemed comparatively easy then, she felt was 
almost an impossibility now that she knew 
what love really meant She felt for the 
moment that marriage with Mr. Dennis was 
out of the question; but then again, all that 
she was foregoing in refusing his offer rushed 
to her mind — the chance of a comfortable 
home for her mother, the possibility of helping 
her brother; and a passionate yearning for 
some loving friend who would advise her, 
arose in her heart. Mr. Dennis, watching the 
pale, set face, little guessed the tumult that 
was going on within. 

To her great relief, he remained silent. His 
first experience had been too much for him, 
and he shrank from repeating the experiment. 
He rose abruptly and left the room, and Helen 
breathed more freely. 

" How calm, how cold he seems ; so 
thoroughly prosaic," she said to herself. "Is 
it possible he knows what love really is } " — 
and the thought that it could not disappoint 
him much if she refused his offer gave her 
some relief. 
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Little Rex had dropped asleep, his head 
resting on Helen's arm, and she had fallen into 
a reverie from which she was roused by Mr. 
Dennis's voice. 

" Miss Warham, forgive my selfish thought- 
lessness; I had quite forgotten this was the 
day of the Grays' garden party. My sister 
has just arrived, and has reminded me of it. 
I was asked myself, but forgot all about it. 
How doubly kind of you to come here," he 
added, gratefully. 

" What do you say to going now, and taking 
Miss Warham with you ? " said his sister, enter- 
ing the room at that moment. '* I can take 
care of the child while you are away. I ex- 
pect there is nothing very much the matter 
with him. You have a tendency to make a 
mountain out of a mole-hill, Stephen, in such 
matters," she added, with a smile. 

Miss Dennis was an old maid, not very 
good-looking, but thoroughly warm-hearted. 
Fay's description of her, as a weak dilution of 
her brother, was a pretty good one ; but she 
had none of her brother's awkward shyness, 
and therefore got on better with the world 
than he did. 

Helen had never cared very much for her, 
but to-day she felt she could hug her, so 
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grateful was she for the suggestion that they 
should go to the Rectory. 

Mr. Dennis agreed, and they set off. As 
they were leaving the house they were met by 
Ted. He had determined that his sister should 
not lose all chance of the fun by her self- 
sacrifice, and had come to fetch her, so the 
three set off together. 

It is generally the case, if we look forward 
very much on anything, that the realization 
falls short of the anticipation. Helen found 
this to be the case with the party at the 
Rectory, as we have seen. Her feelings that 
evening, as she lay down to rest, were very 
different from what they had been when she 
rose that morning. How little is sufficient to 
turn the scale, and make the heart that beat 
high with hope and gladness, dull and heavy ! 
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CHAPTER XII. 

HELEN MAKES A DISCOVERY. 

" For her good, right, and law are all summed up 
In what is possible." 

|AN you spare an hour or so, Ted, 
for the discussion of business de- 
tails ? " asked Helen one wet after- 
noon towards the close of her brother s visit. 

" Certainly, Nell ; now ? " 

" Yes, please, if you have nothing else to do ! 
Shall we go into father's room ? " she added. 

** Very well. I have not been there for an 
age.'' 

Helen led the way into what had been her 
father's study in days gone by. It had been a 
charming room once, but had now the dreary, 
deserted look of disuse. 

" How desolate the place looks," said Ted, 
with a shiver. " I hope you don't often sit 
here, Nell ? " 
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" Oh, I do ! It has such delightful associa- 
tions. Do you remember our morning lessons 
here with father ? " she asked. 

*' Rather ! What jolly times we used to have 
in those days, Nell ! It is bitterly hard," he 
went on, "to have to leave the place. It is no 
use to try to school myself to the thought — I 
cannot do it. And to think of the plans we 
used to make with father about repairing and 
improving the different rooms ! — and they need 
it, I'm sure. The woodwork here is quite 
worm-eaten and rotten in parts. I dare say it 
will fall into the hands of somebody who cares 
nothing about it, too. Well, everything must 
come to an end some time or other ; but I did 
not think the days of West Dene were num- 
bered yet." 

Helen was silent. She could not say the 
trite words of comfort that are so glibly spoken, 
and yet have so little meaning. She knew the 
worth of them by experience, and she felt that 
silence was the best sympathy she could give 
her brother. 

" Have you told mother we shall have to 
leave ? " he asked, suddenly. 

" Yes ; I broke it to her as gently as I could 
the other day." 

" How did she take it ? " 
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" She was terribly vexed, of course ; but I do 
not think she at all realizes it/' 

" You must try to make her do so, Nell ; it 
will soon be bitter reality. And, you see, it is 
she who must choose where we are to live when 
we leave this place. Have you any idea where 
she would like to go ? " 

"Do you know, Ted, I fancy mother will 
never care now to leave this neighbourhood. I 
think she will probably want to settle down in 
some small house in or near Redminster." 

" Never ! " said Ted, vehemently. '' What ! 
live on in this place, to be the gazing stock of 
every curious and vulgar gossip who hears how 
West Dene left our hands ! Impossible, Nell ! " 

Helen was silent. 

" Well," he said rather impatiently, " do you 
not see it in that light } *' 

" Yes," said Helen, slowly ; " but we must 
think of mother, Ted. She is so fond of the 
few friends we have here, and if we settle in 
a new place she will know nobody ; and you 
know how she shrinks from making new friend- 
ships now." 

" Well, if you do settle in Redminster I shall 
take precious good care to keep clear of the 
place. My plan was for you to live in London ; 
not in town, of course, but in one of the suburbs. 
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It IS country-like enough out at Bromley or 
Bickley to satisfy any one, and we should be 
unknown — ^another advantage in our circum- 
stances. You must do all in your power to dis- 
suade mother from the idea of settling about 
here. Fancy the Warhams, once the wealthiest 
family in the county, and the owners of land for 
miles round, reduced to a two-storeyed house 
in Redminster ! " 

" Other families as good as ours have had to 
do the same. I am not sure that there is much 
good in pride of that sort after all. We have 
come down in the world, and it would be better 
to accept the fact." 

" We need not purposely lower ourselves, at 
any rate," said her brother. 

" But, Ted, there is nothing lowering in 
living in a small house; fn fact, it is better 
than keeping up appearances when we cannot 
afford it." 

" Have you no idea, Nell, how we shall 
be scorned and looked down on by everyone 
round, when they hear of our settling in Red- 
minster } Could you," he added almost fiercely, 
"be content to see West Dene in other hands, 
to pass it constantly, and yet feel that you had 
no more right to it than the merest passer-by ? 
All I say is, if you can do that, I cannot, and if 
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mother does not feel this she is unworthy of 
her position." 

He sank moodily into a chair, and for some 
time neither spoke. 

" I was a wretch to speak to you in the way 
I did, little sister," he said after a time. " You 
will forgive me, I know." Drawing his chair 
to the table, he proceeded to look over the bills 
and account books Helen had brought out, 
and for an hour or so both sat engrossed in 
their work. 

** Has the committee of ways and means 
finished sitting yet?" asked Fay, putting her 
head in at the door. 

"Go away, sprite, or we shall resolve our- 
selves into a committee of ways and means 
for getting rid of you," said Ted. He spoke 
lightly, but his heart was sore ; having always 
to keep up the tone of merry banter with the 
girl he loved so truly, was a hard trial. At 
times it was more than he could bear, and it 
made him angry with her just when she was 
merriest. But he fought bravely with himself, 
and no one suspected the love that chafed him 
through this daily suppression. 

"You won't do anything of the sort," Fay 
answered. " I have come," she continued, ** to 
hold you to your promise, sir. It is not raining 
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now, and you said you would go for a walk 
if the rain kept off." 

Fay had succeeded in getting on more 
natural terms again with Ted. 

" Well, Nell, I suppose our business is pretty 
well finished by now. Til join you in five 
minutes, Fay. You must not worry yourself 
so much about these wretched bills, Nell," he 
said kindly. " My quarter's salary will help to 
dispose of some of them," he added. " I 
cannot understand how you manage as you do. 
You must have a wonderful talent for making 
both ends meet." 

He left the room as he spoke, and Helen 
turned wearily to gather up the bills and 
account books scattered about the table. 
Having put them away, she remembered that 
there were some papers of her father's she 
wished to find. She had rather a search for 
them, but found them at length in a drawer of 
a cabinet that was very seldom used. In 
pushing the drawer back it caught, and, pulling it 
out, she found that a crumpled piece of paper, 
which had got jammed in between the drawer 
and the wood, was the cause of the difficulty. 
She was about to throw it into the waste-paper 
basket, when her eye caught the familiar name 
of Eustace, written in a bold and striking hand. 
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On opening it, she found, to her surprise, that 
it was a letter to her father, written some forty 
years ago. Both paper and ink were yellow 
with age. The writer, whoever he was, had 
evidently been warmly attached to Richard 
Warham, from the tone of the letter. The 
friendship had been a boyish one, formed 
probably at school. Her father had been the 
elder of the two, and the writer looked up to 
him with the reverence and love a younger boy 
so often bears to one older than himself. 

There was a heat and enthusiasm about 
the expressions in the letter that marked the 
youth of the writer, and Helen smiled as 
she read the vows of eternal friendship which 
closed it. 

She wondered how long it had lasted, and 
whether the writer would remember that letter 
if he were to see it now ; supposing him, of 
course, to be still alive. She wondered who he 
could have been — this unknown friend of so 
many years ago. She could not remember 
ever having heard her father mention his name. 
A sudden thought struck her. Eustace — could 
it be ? Was it possible that the head of Ted's 
firm and the writer of this letter were one and 
the same person ? How strange if it were so. 
Then it all flashed upon her ; the writing had 
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seemed strangely familiar, and the reason was, 
that it bore such a strong resemblance to the 
handwriting of a letter Ted had given her of his 
chiefs to read. 

She rushed upstairs, found it, and compared 
the two closely. There was little room for 
doubt as to the identity of the hands. In spite 
of the natural modifications made by forty years, 
the handwriting in the letter given her by her 
brother was essentially the same as that in the 
letter she had just discovered. 

A wild hope sprang up in her heart. If this 
were so, how easy it would be to show it to him, 
and to beg him, for the sake of old times, to do 
something for Ted. 

She had been guided in her conclusion by the 
great similarity there was in the handwritings. 
It did not strike her that she had not a proof of 
the identity of the names. The old letter was 
signed '' R. Eustace ; " Ted s, " Reginald 
Eustace." She rather leapt to the conclusion 
that R. must stand for " Reginald ; " it did not 
occur to her that it might as likely stand for 
Richard or Robert ; that the likeness of the 
writing might be mere coincidence ; that the 
Eustace who had known her father long ago 
might be a brother or cousin of the one 
with whose name she was familiar. She was 
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guided by feeling rather than by reason in the 
matter. 

She determined to keep her discovery a 
secret from the others, and she made several 
plans in her own mind as to how she should 
carry out her scheme of seeing Mr. Eustace, 
and finding out from him whether he had 
really known her father or not. And if he 
did, surely he will help Ted for his sake. 

The thought made her gayer and lighter- 
hearted than she had felt for some time. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A GARDEN PARTY AT REDCOURT. 

*' To-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hope." 

[HE day for the festivities at Redcourt 
had arrived ; the weather was warm 
and brilliantly sunny, and the 
gardens and grounds were filled with ever 
increasing groups of visitors, who had come to 
see the members of Parliament and other great 
folk who were to honour Ilkeston with their 
presence that day. 

The opening of a town hall seems a simple 
enough affair, but the event had been utilized 
by the political party then in the ascendant 
at Ilkeston to give an excuse for an address 
from the cabinet minister who, because of his 
interest in the place, had consented to open it. 
Party politics ran high in and around Ilkeston; 
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but Mr. Singleton, in asking the hero of the 
day to be his guest, had made it distinctly 
understood that the act was entirely non- 
political in character, so members of both 
parties were invited to test the far-famed 
hospitality of Redcourt. 

The Singleton name had always been 
synonymous with hospitality, and the present 
owner of Redcourt • was true to the family 
traditions. He and his pretty young wife were 
a charming host and hostess, and no parties 
went off better than those at Redcourt. 

" I am so glad you were able to come," said 
Mrs. Singleton, greeting the West Dene party. 
She was determined to show that if others 
looked askance at the Warhams because of 
their misfortunes, she and her husband did not 
mean to do so. " I am glad you have your 
racquet with you, Fay," she said. "There is 
tennis going on now in the lower court. Mr. 
Myddleton, you are quite a crack player, I 
believe. I hope you have come prepared for a 
game" — this was to Ernest, who had just 
joined the group. 

** I am sorry to say I have not, Mrs. 
Singleton." He had purposely avoided doing 
so, having' profited by his experience at the 
Rectory. 
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" Oh, what a pity ! Well, Fay, I must find a 
partner for you," she said. 

Ernest turned to Helen. "You are not 
playing, I suppose. Miss Warham ? " he said. 

" No ; I am a very poor player. I do not 
care much for it." 

" Shall we have a stroll ? " he asked. " It is 
years since I have been here. I am curious to 
know if I can find my way to my old haunts. 
I used very often to come over here in old 
Mr. Singleton's time. I always spent my 
holidays at my uncle's place, Alderswood — that 
is not very far from here. I had a letter from 
Ted this morning," he went on. ** I am afraid 
he finds it very dull going back to the * grind,' 
as he calls it." 

" It must be terribly hot in London if they 
have weather like this," said Helen. " It must 
seem almost worse after having had a taste of 
the country." 

'* Poor Ted was awfully cut up at having to 
leave. I do not wonder," he added. " What 
a beautiful home you have. Miss Warham ! I 
do not think I know any place that speaks so 
much of the past. Redcourt seems modern 
compared to West Dene, and Alderswood 
has not much antiquity to boast of. I wanted 
to tell you, ' he added, more nervously than was 
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his wont, *' how deeply I feel for your misfortune 
in having to leave it." 

Helen looked up gratefully. What comfort 
there seemed to be in his words ! What quiet, 
deep feeling in the tone of voice in which they 
were uttered ! Yet he had said nothing that 
she had not heard a hundred times from the 
lips of others. How was it he had given a 
special charm to these commonplace words of 
sympathy ? 

"Are you sure you have exhausted every 
chance of saving it } " he asked. 

" Quite," said Helen. " I think we are all 
now realizing most fully what leaving it really 
means." 

** Have you made any plans for the future ? 
You will forgive my asking," he added, hastily. 
" Ted and I often discuss the subject together." 

** We have not fixed where we shall go," she 
replied. 

They wandered on, blissfully ignorant of how 
time went. Ernest pointed out his old haunts, 
and recalled stories of bygone days. Then 
their talk drifted on to deeper subjects, and 
Helen found herself speaking to her com- 
panion of thoughts and feelings she would not 
have dreamed of unburdening to any one else. 

To Ernest it seemed as if each word she 
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spoke were a new revelation of her character. 
Quite unconsciously to herself she was reveal- 
ing to him depths in her strong, sweet nature, 
of the existence of which he had had until then 
but a faint idea. He guessed a little, from what 
she said, the nature of the life she was leading. 
He felt sure, though she had not said so, that 
it was a sad one, and that it was not the life 
she would have planned for herself. He felt a 
yearning to take her away from it all, to give 
her comfort, ease, the enjoyments of life, a home 
such as she was fitted for, where she would 
have opportunities for carrying out all the 
hopes and aspirations of her heart. 

The coldness and restraint which had 
threatened at meeting to put a misunderstand- 
ing between them had quite passed away. 
They had met several times since the day of 
the Rectory party, and each meeting had served 
only to draw them closer. It was very sweet 
to both, this quiet, half-unconscious drifting 
into love. 

It was a good deal later in the afternoon 
when they found their way back to the lawn, 
now brighter than ever with crowds of gaily- 
dressed guests. A band was playing gay and 
lively music in one corner, and people were 
thronging towards the large marquee, where 
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tea and refreshments were being served, while 
others gathered in groups round the smaller 
tables scattered about in different parts of the 
lawn. 

•' You will excuse my leaving you, Miss 
Warham," said Ernest, as he found her a seat. 
*' I hear Mn Singleton wants me." 

"Certainly," replied Helen, smiling. She 
sat watching a middle-aged man who was 
sitting not far off. There was some fascination 
for her in his stern face and compressed lips. 
" Not a man one would care to offend," she 
thought. " How scornful he looks. He would 
do for the portrait of old Mr. Eustace, I should 
think. I have always fancied he must look 
very like that." Just then the old stranger 
attempted to rise, and in doing so dropped 
his stick. He made one or two efforts to get 
it, but failed. Helen went over and picked it 
up for him. 

** I am much obliged," he said with a stately 
bow, and Helen caught a glimpse of something 
like a smile in his eyes. " I am a great martyr 
to lumbago," he went on, " hence the difficulty 
I have in stooping." 

" Can you do nothing for it } " asked Helen. 

'' I have done all I can do — spent a large 
fortune on doctors' advice — all so much twaddle 
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— and what the better am I for it now ? If 
doctors would only tell the truth, or rather, if 
they would confess their own ignorance, there 
would be less mischief done by them." 

Helen smiled, and was going on to join her 
mother, when she was accosted by Fay. 

" Oh, my pretty cousin," she said, '* I have 
been laughing so. Fancy that ogre conde- 
scending to speak to you ! What an honour ! 
I saw the pretty attention you paid him,'' she 
went on. 

'• Don't be silly. Fay," said Helen, blushing. 
** I merely helped him to get his stick. Any 
one would have done as much if they had been 
near." 

" But not to every one would have been 
vouchsafed that peculiar privilege of entering 
into conversation with him. Why, May Single- 
ton and I have been watching him the whole 
afternoon, and you are the only person to 
whom he has spoken. We can't think what 
made him come." 

" You have been playing tennis most of the 
time. Fay, so you do not know to whom he 
may have been speaking while you were out 
of the way. But who is he ? " 

** You have not heard ? Why, where have 
you been ? Mrs. Singleton has been trotting 
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out all the * lions ' for our inspection, and he 

was among the number. That is Lord B '* 

she went on excitedly. " See, Nell, over there 
— not that one, the man talking to Mrs. Single- 
ton. They say he made such a speech at the 
opening of the town hall. The other side 
looked so small." 

**For shame, Fay! Remember, people are 
supposed to bring no politics here," said Helen, 
laughing. 

*' Oh, I can't help saying it, Nell. But I do 
wish I had been at the opening. A political 
meeting must be such fun." 

" But, Fay, you haven't told me who my 
old friend is." 

" Oh, I forgot. You will be surprised when 
you hear, Nell. Guess." 

** How can I?" asked Helen, laughing. 
** Is it another cabinet minister ? " 

"Oh, no! rU tell you who he is — he's the 
great Mr. Eustace, of Eustace and Rivington, 
the head of Ted's firm. Just fancy ! " 

" Are you joking, Fay, or is it true ? " said 
Helen, with more excitement than she usually 
showed. 

"Quite true; and what's more, it is he 
who has taken Moorfield. He has been 
Jiving there for six weeks or so. Fancy our 

M 
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never knowing it. I wonder Ted did not 
tell us." 

Helen's eyes sparkled. 

"Well, you look delighted at the news, 
Nell," said Fay. " Don't hope to see much 
of him, though ; they say he is a dreadful 
hermit, and sees nobody." 

Through all the rest of the afternoon Helens 
mind was filled with the thoughts of the new 
discovery. Everything seemed to have hap- 
pened so well for the carrying out of her 
scheme. It would be comparatively easy now 
to seek an interview with Mr. Eustace, and 
she lay long awake, that night, planning how 
she could best carry it out. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE INTERVIEW. 

" Why, what am I ?— 
An instrument unused, so out of tune." 

|FTER carefully weighing the matter, 
Helen had decided to seek an 
interview with Mr. Eustace, to try 
and induce him to do something in her 
brother's favour. She fancied the remem- 
brance of his former friendship with her father 
might move him to grant her request. It 
was characteristic of her that she arranged the 
plan without asking advice from any one. If 
she failed, she was the only one who would be 
disappointed ; and if she succeeded, it would 
be a joy and surprise for those she loved best 
in the world. 

So one fine afternoon, two or three days 
after the party at Redcourt, Helen, having 
seen her mother and Fay off to spend a 
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long afternoon in Redminster, started on her 
mission. Her heart beat quickly, half with 
hope, half with fear. The day was hot and 
sultry, the air heavy with the perfume wafted 
from the hedgerows, now in their fullest bloom, 
and filled with a rich profusion of honeysuckle, 
dog-roses, moon-daisies, tall foxgloves, and 
feathery grasses. 

She felt sure there was thunder in the air, 
there was such a deep stillness brooding every- 
where ; scarcely a leaf stirred. She quickened 
her steps, feeling hot and tired by the time 
she reached the lodge gates of Moorfield. 
It was opened to her by a pleasant, comely- 
looking woman, who wished her a cheery 
** Good afternoon." 

She walked nervously up the avenue, and 
rang the front door bell. It was some moments 
before it was opened by a somewhat surly- 
looking butler, who looked as if this visit had 
disturbed his afternoon nap. 

Helen handed him her card, and begged 
an interview with his master. 

The butler shook his head. " Mr. Eustace 
is not at home." 

Helen's face fell. She believed this was a 
mere conventionality for saying he would not 
see her. 
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"Are you sure he is not at home?" she 
asked, summing up courage. 

"I shouldn't say he wasn't if he was," 
answered the butler with a grunt. 

There was nothing for it but to return, and, 
bitterly disappointed, she retraced her steps. 

The sky had already clouded over, and rain 
was not far off. Helen determined to ask for 
shelter from the coming shower at the lodge ; 
but Mrs. Blake, the lodge-keeper's wife, was 
already on the look-out for her. 

"Won't you come in, miss, and rest a bit 
till the rain's past ? " she said kindly. 

Helen accepted the offer gratefully. She 
was glad of a seat in the pretty little parlour. 
She was feeling tired and hot after her walk, 
and disheartened at the disappointment that 
she had just had. 

" Have you come far, miss ? It's a hot day 
for a long walk." 

" I have walked from West Dene," said 
Helen. 

" Really, now ! Are you a Miss Warham ? 
I've often heard tell of the Warhams. I am 
right glad to see you, miss." 

" You are not strangers to this part, then," 
said Helen. 

"Well, we are, and we aren't; that is, we 
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have relations in these parts. You'll have 
heard tell o' Master Spence, miss, I make no 
doubt" 

" Oh, yes," said Helen ; " he is a great friend 
of mine. I often go down to his cottage for a 
chat with him or his wife." 

" Well, his son Tom is married to my sister, 
so we're related like. They're a nice couple, 
are Master Spence and his wife. They were 
real friendly to us when we come here, not 
knowin' a soul ; an' they've helped us wonder- 
ful like, for we used to find it a bit lonesome 
at first. You'll have known them a long time 
belike, miss ? " 

" Yes ; ever since I was a child. I dare say 
John Spence is among the oldest inhabitants 
about West Dene now. It is interesting to 
talk to him, he knows so much about the old 
customs, that are so fast dying out." 

" Yes, that he do. He was talking to my 
Joe t'other night 'bout old times, and Master 
Spence he was sayin' as how things were 
changed about here. Master Spence don't 
care for all them new-fangled notions about 
eddication and the like. Now my Joe he do ; 
he's a bit liberal, and they two have fine argey- 
ments together." 

"You'll have a cup of tea, miss, to refresh 
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you after your walk? It's a real pleasure, 
miss," she said, as Helen remonstrated. 

" You didn't see the master up at the Hall, 
I suppose, miss ? " she asked, ^ she busied 
herself in preparing the tea. 

'* No," said Helen. " I understood he was 
not at home." 

" Aye, Briggs says that to all comers. The 
master will scarce see a soul; and Briggs is 
that masterful the servants are all afeared of 
him. But he's at home all the same; bless 
you, he hardly ever stirs from his room." 

" How disappointing ! " exclaimed Helen. 
" I wanted so particularly to see him. Is there 
no way in which I could manage it ? " she 
asked eagerly. 

" Well, miss, I really can't say. But wait — 
there's my Joe coming ; we'll ask him. Come 
in, Joe; the West Dene young lady is here. 
She wants to see the master, and Briggs told 
her he was not at home. He's at home, sure 
enough, I'll be bound ! " 

*'Aye, sure enough! Briggs turns every- 
body from the door. You see, miss, it's a 
difficult matter to see the master, that's just 
what it is. But I'll tell you what I'll do. Me 
and Briggs is very good friends. He's a bit 
rough-like to strangers; but I'll just step up 
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to the house, and give him a bit talkin' to, and 
he'll let you in, never fear," said Blake, with a 
good-natured smile. 

Helen thanked him heartily, and he went 
off. He soon returned, telling her that all was 
arranged ; so, the rain having stopped, she set 
off again for the house. 

The butler, as grim-looking as before, opened 
the door; he did not speak a word, but took 
her card, and went with it to his master. 

Helen could hear a discussion going on 
between them. It seemed to last an age, and 
she felt intensely relieved when the butler 
appeared and ordered her to follow him. 

She never forgot the sensations of that 
moment — the sickening suspense, the dazed, 
bewildered feeling whether it was really true 
that she was about to have this interview, the 
nervousness which almost bereft her of speech. 
She followed the butler like one in a dream, 
conscious all the time that she must not for 
one instant lose her self-possession. The clos- 
ing of the door roused her to the fact that she 
was in Mr. Eustace's presence, and that he 
was awaiting an explanation of her visit. 

"Pray be seated," he said. "To what cir- 
cumstance do I owe the honour of this visit ? " 

Helen looked up. He was standing in front 
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of the fireplace, looking at her keenly from 
under his beetling eyebrows. 

In a faltering voice she explained her errand. 
She did not beat about the bush, but plunged 
into the subject at once, and concluded by 
handing him the letter she had found. 

He read it over in silence, gazing for a long 
time at the signature. Helen watched his face 
closely, to see what effect it had on him ; but 
it never changed. 

He returned the letter to her, and an em- 
barrassed silence reigned for some minutes. 
He broke it at last. 

"What grounds have you for making sure 
that this letter was written by me ? " 

" Perhaps you can remember if the letter is 
yours or not ? " suggested Helen, timidly. 

He smiled grimly. "Wait a moment. What 
plea have you for appealing to me, supposing 
the letter to be mine } " 

" I have none, I am afraid. I was trusting 
to your generosity. I thought you would 
forgive the liberty for the sake of your old 
friendship with my father." 

"When you have lived as long as I have 
you will learn what a hollow thing friendship 
is," he said bitterly. " Believe me, few friend- 
ships stand the test of forty years." 
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Helen was silent. 

" Did you ever hear your father speak of 
me ? " he asked. 

" No, not that I remember." 

" Then you are not aware that we quarrelled 
after that letter was written — for it is mine," he 
added ; " and we were never reconciled again ? *' 

Helen started, and a look of disappointment 
spread over her face, which did not escape his 
keen glance. 

"That rather alters matters, does it not?" 
he said, still looking at her fixedly. 

Helen was silent ; then meeting his look, 
she said quietly — 

" Yes, in this way — that if you helped us in 
spite of this, the act would be nobler, the 
generosity far greater, because it would be 
returning good for evil." 

The grim features relaxed a little. '* Upon 
my word, Miss Warham, you have an idea how 
to plead your own cause," he said, smiling. 
"Well, let me hear your request. Mind, I 
make no promise to help," he added. 

" So you want me^ to use my influence to 
further your brother's interests with our firm ? " 
he said, when Helen had finished speaking. 
" You jump to the same conclusion that every- 
one else does, namely, that because I am the 
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head of the firm, my influence is all-powerful. 
Besides," he continued, " why should your 
brother not take his chance with the rest ? 
Every clerk works his way up by degrees." 

This was a difficult question to answer, so 
Helen wisely remained silent. She felt it 
would be unwise to make any allusion to what 
Ted had told her about the advancement that 
went on in the firm through mere influence. 

" What made your brother go into a business 
of that sort ? " asked Mr. Eustace after a pause. 

" He had no choice. There was no money 
left after our father's death to send him either 
to Oxford or to the Bar, for which father had 
always intended him ; and he could not remain 
idle/' 

"Was it a disappointment to him, or is he 
one of those people, common nowadays, who 
are so eager for wealth that they do not care 
what they do to obtain it } " 

*' My brother is not like that," said Helen, 
with a touch of indignation in her tone. "It 
has been a bitter disappointment to him. I 
do not believe he cares about wealth, but he 
does care about living in debt. His present 
salary is so small that it is hardly any help to 
us. When he first entered your firm he was 
hopeful enough to think he would soon make 
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sufficient money to pay off the mortgage on 
the house ; he has given up that idea now. 
But the difficulty of making our income cover 
expenses increases yearly — that is why I have 
come to implore you to do something for Ted. 
It IS not too much that I ask, surely," she said 
— "only that you will use the influence you 
undoubtedly possess to secure a speedy ad- 
vancement for him. You will do it, will you 
not," she asked pleadingly, "for the sake of 
this letter, and what it recalls ? " 

He made no answer. "What on earth 
induced your father to mortgage the Manor } " 
he asked at last. 

"He had some severe losses, and the money 
was needed badly." 

" If he had wanted to get rid of the place 
he could hardly have taken a surer way to do 
it. But Richard Warham had no head for 
business," he added, half to himself. 

Helen rose to go. 

" I will think about your request," he said. 
" But you need not leap to the conclusion that 
it will be granted." 

He saw her to the door as he spoke, and 
Helen went home hardly knowing what to 
think of her interview. She was inclined to 
be more hopeful than she was justified in being 
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from his last words. She could not help feel- 
ing that under the gruff exterior lay a heart 
not wholly hardened, and that the letter she 
had given him had touched chords of memory 
that would not vibrate in vain. 
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FOR OLD friendship's SAKE. 

" Friend of mine ! whose lot was cast 
With me in the distant past — 
Where like shadows flitting fast. 

" Fact and fancy, thought and theme, 
Word and work, begin to seem 
Like a half-remembered dream." 

J. G. Whittier. 

|R. EUSTACE sat in his study one 
evening a few days after that inter- 
view with Helen. It was past his 
usual hour for retiring to rest, and his servant 
was seriously concerned at this unwonted 
behaviour on the part of his master. He had 
ventured to remind him once or twice of the 
time, but so peremptory had been the com- 
mand on the last occasion to be off and mind 
his own business, that he had hastened down- 
stairs quaking in his shoes. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




FOR OLD FRIENDSHIP'S SAKE. 175 

The oak writing-table was littered with old 
letters and papers, and two or three tin boxes 
from which they had been taken were scattered 
about the floor. Some of the letters had not 
seen the light for years, and many of them 
brought back strange memories. 

At last he found out the packet for which he 
had been seeking, and unfastening it, began 
eagerly to read its contents. A softer look 
stole over the stern face as he read, and its 
gloomy austerity vanished under the influences 
of these blessed memories of the past. 

"Aye, Warham, we were like David and 
Jonathan in those days," he said aloud, with a 
sigh. " Who would have thought how soon it 
would end. Forty years ago, and the quarrel 
was never made up. Well, Warham formed 
other ties. I dare say he ceased to think of it 
after a time ; but I, I do not think I have ever 
really forgotten that friendship." He took up 
a little daguerreotype lying amongst the letters. 
It was a picture of Richard Warham as he had 
known him forty years before, when it seemed 
as if nothing would ever disturb the friendship 
they had formed. 

"She is like him," he said, looking at it 
intently. *'She has his eyes, aye, and his 
manner, too ; the manner that used to charm 
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so in days gone by. Yes," he added, musingly, 
'• it would be well perhaps to help his children 
for his sake." 

Strange memories came back to him as he 
sat there amongst his faded letters. Helen 
was right in supposing his heart to be not 
wholly hard. Her appeal had touched a soft 
place in it, and these recollections of the past 
were helping to melt some of the ice of selfish- 
ness that encrusted it. His life stood vividly 
before him — the life he might have made so 
much of-r-but of which he had made so little. 

Thirty to forty years before, Reginald 
Eustace had been a youth of brilliant promise. 
His father was then a man of great wealth, and 
had destined his only son for the Bar, where, 
in the opinion of many, he was sure to make 
his mark. 

In one day all these hopes were dashed to 
the ground. A bank failure reduced his father 
to almost utter poverty. There was nothing 
for the son to do but to go into business. 
Fortunately, his father had good connections, 
and he was placed in an influential and wealthy 
firm. He rose step by step, and twenty years 
after entering it he became its head partner, 
and as wealthy a man as his father had been 
before he failed. 
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Absorbed in money-making, he forgot all 
else; and yet he was far from accepting his 
success in a grateful spirit Talented as he 
was in business matters, at heart he disliked 
the work still. He never forgot the shattered 
dreams of his youth. He became morbid, 
gloomy, cynical, shunned society, and seldom 
went anywhere. His former friends fought 
shy of him ; he got the character of being a 
miser, which, however, was undeserved, for he 
gave money away largely, but in his own 
eccentric way. 

The bitterness with which he viewed life 
had been increased by his quarrel with Richard 
Warham. The two had been fast friends from 
the days when they were at school together, 
and the affection and admiration on Eustace's 
part for Warham had been very deep, so that 
when the quarrel took place his disappointment 
was terribly keen; the more so, because he 
had already seen so many of his hopes fail. 

He had vowed never to form a friendship 
again, and he kept his word. But the memory 
of those days was not quite dead. 

Helen's wonderful likeness to her father had 
awakened associations of the past. He seemed 
to see in her the friend of his youth, and a 
strange feeling — a mixture of pity, love, and a 
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desire to do something to make up for those 
long years of estrangement — filled his heart. 
* ♦ «if « « 

Two days later the coachman was electrified 
by an order from his master to have the 
carriage round at ten o'clock that morning, as 
he intended driving into Redminster. Such an 
event was unprecedented in his experience. 
Mr. Eustace had not been known to want the 
carriage as early as that for years. 

The master's strange ways the last few days 
had not passed without comment downstairs. 

" I believe he's going to get married," said 
the housemaid. 

"Well, I never," said Mrs. Brand, the cook, 
with ineffable scorn. "If you've no better 
explanation to give of his perceedings than 
that, you'd best hold your tongue, Maria, and 
that's my opinion. And I tell you, if he should 
be such a fool as to take a wife at his time of 
life, he'll lose my services, and that's certain. 
The day his lady walks in here, I walk out." 

"Cooks are to be had, and plenty, Mrs. 
Brand," said Maria, maliciously. *'He wouldn't 
have much difficulty in finding another to take 
your place." 

"Well," said the valet, with a timid glance 
at the butler, " I never knew master sit up as 
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late as he's done the last three nights, fumbling 
away with letters and papers and all sorts of 
rubbish." 

" What do you know about it ? " asked the 
butler, sharply. 

"Why, wasn't I in the room, and saw him 
with my own eyes ? I thought he'd had a fit 
maybe, as he didn't go to bed ; so I just went 
in to see what he was about." 

" You came out again pretty sharp, and no 
mistake," said the butler. " I saw you myself. 
You looked for all the world as if you'd seen 
a ghost." 

This raised a laugh at the valet's expense, 
and he did not add materially to the conversa- 
tion after that. 

If the coachman had been surprised at his 
master's visit to Redminster, he was no less 
surprised when he received orders to drive to 
West Dene. 

"The master's gone clean cracked, it's my 
belief," was his sage remark to the footman, as 
he turned the horses' heads in the direction of 
the Manor. 

Helen was sitting working in the library 
when Robin and Rex, who were playing in the 
garden, rushed in with the news that there was 
an " awful grand carriage " coming up the drive. 
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"There's two big horses just like in my 
picture-book, Aunty Nell/' cried Rex, "and 
two coachmans." 

Helens heart beat quickly. "Who is in 
it ? " she asked. 

"An old gempleman," answered Rex, 
promptly. 

"He ain't so very old," said Robin; "he 
hasn't got white hair yet." 

" May we stay if he comes. Aunty Nell ?" 
asked Rex. 

" Oh, baby ! " cried Robin. " I shall go and 
look at the horses, and perhaps the coachman 
will give me a drive." 

At that moment the carriage drove up, and 
a few minutes later Mr. Eustace was ushered 
into the library. 

" I have taken the liberty of asking to see 
you privately. Miss Warham," he said. " I 
did not know your family contained members 
as small as this," he added, catching sight of 
Robin and Rex. 

Helen explained her relations to the children. 

"Run away just now," she said, gently. 

"Well, Miss Warham, have you any idea 
why I have come here to-day ? " he asked 
abruptly, when they were alone. " You hope, 
I suppose, that I have made up my mind to 
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do something for you/' he continued, scanning 
her face. 

*' I cannot help hoping it/' she said, simply. 

There was a pause. 

"You are strangely like your father, Miss 
Warham," he said — "strangely like. Do you 
know that, but for that likeness, I might have 
turned a deaf ear to you ? But manner, look, 
tone, everything about you, recalled the friend 
of bygone years. 

" Now, listen while I tell you what I propose 
doing; but remember my conditions — no ex- 
pression of gratitude. What I am about to do 
is done solely and simply for the sake of that 
friendship with your father which was so dear 
to me. Most people would call it quixotic. 
It may be so. We shall see, however. 

" Your house is mortgaged," he went on. 
" The mortgage falls due within seven months, 
or thereabouts. I have given notice to-day to 
the mortgagee that the money will be paid up 
by that time. Hush!'* he said, imperatively, 
as Helen was about to speak. 

"Your brother, you say, is keenly disap- 
pointed at having to forego the career he had 
hoped for. I know by experience what such 
disappointment means, and I have often felt 
that it would be a real gratification — a selfish 
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one, perhaps — to help any one who is in the 
same plight, and so save them from wasting 
their lives as I have wasted mine. 

" If your brother chooses, I will enable him 
to go to Oxford and study for the Bar. From 
inquiries I have made, I find he has talents. 
Well," he said, "what do you think of my 
plan?" 

** We could never consent to it, Mr. Eustace 
— to accept everything from you, and give you 
nothing in return," she said. 

'* When your brother has a fine practice at 
the Bar, it will be time enough to think of 
repaying me,*' he answered. 

"If we might accept your help on the 
condition of paying it back." 

"Listen," he said. "There is one way in 
which you may repay me if you like. You 
have a happy home. I have a house, but not 
a home, and I think I should be better some- 
times if I had some young life around me. 
Give me the right to come here as often as 
I like. Let me feel that there is one place on 
earth where I am welcome— that is all I ask ; 
but if you grant that, I shall feel amply 
repaid." 

He rose as he spoke. " I must be going 
now." 
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Helen felt too bewildered to express any 
gratitude. She could scarcely believe that 
what she had just heard was not a dream. 
She was roused by the entrance of her mother 
and Fay, both eager to hear about the visitor 
she had had. 

" I must explain a little, mother darling,*' 
said Helen ; and she gave a rapid account of 
the finding of the letter in her father's study, 
her chance meeting with Mr. Eustace at Red- 
court, and the two subsequent interviews, 
winding up with the news that he had saved 
West Dene for them. 

It would be vain to attempt to describe 
their delight, and the gratitude that filled their 
hearts at this unexpected event. 

"Now was not I a true prophet, Nell?" 
cried Fay — " that night when you croked like 
the raven over our misfortunes. Did I not tell 
you then, my sweet one, that all would come 
right ? Who would have thought that such 
an old curmudgeon, though, could have been 
capable of such generosity." 

"Fay!" 

"All right, Nell. Til remember. Mr. 
Eustace is never to be spoken of but as our 
benefactor, with a big B." 

" I think it is unpardonable to make fun of 
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him after what he has done for us/' she said 
gravely. 

"Very well, Nell darling, I dare say he is 
all right ; but he did look so dreadfully grumpy 
that day at Redcourt. I should never have 
thought he could have done such a deed of 
kindness." 

When Fay was alone, however, she gave 
way to despondent thoughts. All would come 
right, she had said ; and so she believed it 
would — for Helen, and her mother, and Ted. 
But he had a future before him now in which 
she would have no place. *' As a poorer man, 
my poor little income would have helped him," 
she said, shedding some tears of self-pity ; 
"and he might have got to love me in time. 
I would have shown him that I was not quite 
the shallow, useless little cousin that he takes 
me for." 

Poor Fay ! She slept little that night ; but 
at breakfast, next morning, she had pleasant 
looks again for everyone. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

" LOVE THE comforter/' 

JT was the morning after Helen's visit 
to Moorfield. She had slept little 
during the night, and her sleep had 
been disturbed by vivid dreams, in which the 
eccentric old man, whom her father had loved 
so dearly in his youth, appeared continually 
— now with a threatening and repellent air, 
and again looking strangely softened and 
actually affectionately at her. At breakfast 
she ate but little. Mrs. Warham fancied she 
must be ill, and tried to persuade her to go 
back to her room ; but Helen assured her 
that, excepting a headache, owing to broken 
sleep, she. was perfectly well. 

After breakfast Mr. Dennis appeared. 
"Annie Gray, that poor shop-girl who was 
sent down here by I^ady Grahame, is dying, 
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I fear/' he said to Helen. " Can you spend 
an hour with her this morning ? " 

" I will do so gladly," she replied. 

The call to a definite duty was very welcome 
to her in her disturbed state of mind. She 
was not one of those weak souls who love to 
hug and brood over their own sorrows or 
grievances. Whenever she could act, she did ; 
and she had found an antidote to many of the 
griefs of her girlhood in throwing herself into 
the burdened lives of others. 

*'Can you go soon?" Mr. Dennis asked. 
"If you can I should like to walk so far with 
you ; I am not very busy this morning." 

*'How tiresome!" thought Helen. "Oh 
dear ! if this good man would leave me to my- 
self!" There are limits to the patience and 
complacency of the kindest hearts; and the 
girl's mind was full of care and suspense. Even 
Ernest's image, which had begun to present 
itself very persistently to her mind's eye of late, 
had faded before the all-absorbing thought of the 
possible results from her visit to Mr. Eustace. 

Mr. Dennis noted the troubled look that 
clouded the face of the girl he had begun to 
love. " Never mind," he added ; " perhaps 
you do not want to start so soon ; " and he 
took up his hat reluctantly. 
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" No," said Helen, decisively. " I will go 
at once if you will wait five minutes for me." 
" And if he says what I fear he wants to say," 
she thought, " it will be over." 

Ernest Myddleton had not yet left Red- 
minster. She did not expect him to call that 
day, nor did she wish it. West Dene, her 
mother and her brother's home, and all it 
meant to herself, was the idea that was supreme 
just then. Yet even this idea was inseparably 
associated with Ernest, or rather, he with it, 
although she tried not to dwell on the fact. 
As a Warham of West Dene, his uncle of 
Alderswood would look on her with more 
favour than if she were living in obscure and 
comparative poverty elsewhere. When this 
thought had occurred to her during the last 
few days, Helen had flushed uncomfortably, 
and driven it away as unworthy of her better 
self. Yet it had returned with troublesome 
persistence. 

And now, just as she was walking along the 
road towards the cottage where the poor dying 
woman lay, with Mr. Dennis absorbed and irre- 
solute at her side, Ernest came towards them. 

His face betrayed his disappointment, and 
the uneasiness the sight of Helen's companion 
gave him. 
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*' I hoped to find you at home at this early 
hour," he said. " However, I will go on and 
see Mrs. Warham, if she is able to receive me. 
I had a letter from Ted this morning." 

" Please do," said Helen. The vexation she 
felt at his meeting her just then, and disap- 
pointment too — for he had no doubt come to 
say good-bye before returning to town — made 
her words few and her manner constrained. 
With Mr. Dennis beside her, it seemed im- 
possible for either to speak naturally. She 
held out her hand to Ernest ; it was cold, and 
he fancied her manner was cold and stiff also. 

" Cold hands, warm heart," says the proverb. 
Certainly not because people who have habitu- 
ally chilling hands are warm-hearted. Quite 
the reverse. A hand with a heart in it, the 
cordial grasp of a strong, loving nature, never 
chills. But when the heart is full of a love that 
it may not show, or when the feelings that 
master it are overpoweringly active, the blood 
cannot circulate with its usual freedom, and 
the hand is left cold and lifeless. Many a 
wrong impression has been conveyed in that 
way — nay, I have known of one at least who 
would have been true and loving until death, 
but who was sent away and never recalled by 
the cold hand and silence which were the only 
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outward signs of an emotion the poor lover 
was not philosophically calm and collected 
enough to interpret aright. 

Ernest had turned to go, and Mr. Dennis 
had actually given a long sigh that showed his 
relief, and he was turning to Helen with a 
smile on his usually quiet mouth, when she 
turned resolutely back. 

** Mr. Myddleton," she said, " pray do not 
hurry away, if you have a few hours to spare. 
I must go to see a poor soul who is ill, but I 
shall be at home before noon." 

There was a wistful look in her eyes as she 
spoke, but Ernest did not notice it. He was 
evidently annoyed that Helen did not offer to 
defer her visit with the clergyman, as his was 
a farewell call. He did not answer, but simply 
raised his hat. With hurt feelings she un- 
consciously quickened her steps towards the 
cottage. A fleecy summer cloud drifted over 
the bright face of the sun, and at the same 
time a shadow overclouded the face of the 
girl's companion. He buttoned his clerical 
coat more closely about his figure. 

*' I think we shall have a shower," he ob- 
served in a constrained voice. *' The air has 
grown quite chilly." 

A half mischievous smile flitted over Helen's 
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face, " It is just possible," she replied. " I 
will hurry on. The way over the stile will 
be your quickest home. Do go — I should be 
sorry if you got wet." 

And almost before Mr. Dennis took in her 
meaning she had shaken hands and left him 
standing alone beside that opportune stile that 
led into a meadow opposite his own house. 

Poor Annie Gray! The sight that met 
Helen's eyes as she entered the living-room of 
a little cottage by the roadside was one of the 
saddest that life can offer, and Helen's personal 
griefs were banished and forgotten in the sym- 
pathy and pity that filled her heart, and made 
her sensitive lips quiver, as she seated herself 
by the dying woman's little couch. It was 
perhaps the saddest case she had ever known 
round about West Dene. As it is a true story, 
my readers will allow me to digress, and to 
give them its outlines, and they will find the 
moral and point it for themselves. 

The transition from the outside world — where 
youth and love and beauty rejoiced together, 
where the joyous birds and their newly-fledged 
little ones were busily twittering among the 
scented gorse and young bracken, and the bees 
hummed and butterflies flitted over the flowers 
• — to the darkened chamber of suffering was 
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typical of this life of ours, where love and 
sorrow meet, and the fine, soft clothing of the 
rich in its thronged thoroughfares is often 
brushed against the poor fluttering rags of 
want and misery. 

Only three years ago Annie Gray had thrown 
up a good situation as house and parlourmaid 
in Redminster, carried away by the talk she 
heard of the pleasures of London life, and the 
letters she received from a friend who was 
in a large house of business there. It may 
seem strange to some of you, my readers, but 
what weighed most with Annie was this, as a 
shop-assistant she knew she would be called " a 
young lady," whereas in her present situation 
they talked of her as *'a young woman" or 
"young person" in service. She was not 
alone in this ; ^many in higher positions will 
do much, simply to have a handle put before, 
or a few letters after their names. 

So she went to London, and for a time her 
robust country health, and the novelty of every- 
thing about her, made the long hours of stand- 
ing behind a counter easy and enjoyable to 
her. One day a lady she had known in Red- 
minster entered the shop, and Annie, glad to 
see a face from her native town, told her how 
often she had seen her in the house where she 
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had been in service. As she was a kind, good 
person, the lady then asked Annie if she had 
attached herself to any church, and how she 
had spent her few leisure hours ; if she was 
connected with any provident association, or 
knew of good recreation rooms, and so forth. 
The only answer to all this that Annie could 
make was that she needed fresh air, and usually 
spent all her free time in walking about the 
streets and park, and on Sundays she went 
with her friend to different places of worship, 
**just to see what they were all like." She 
might have added that she often walked about 
most of the day on Sunday also. 

The lady, unfortunately, was only passing 
through on her way to the continent, and the 
promises Annie made to her were soon for- 
gotten. In the course of a few months a cold 
she contracted through wearing thinly-soled 
cheap boots settled on her lungs. Her situ- 
ation was lost, and her friend, who, though 
foolish and giddy, was kind-hearted, allowed 
her to share her small room in the top storey 
of a house not far from Regent Street. But 
one evening the friend went out and never 
returned. Then the landlord told Annie that 
if she did not bring the overdue rent to him 
on the following evening he should lock the 
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door against her. Had she belonged to some 
church, or to some provident association, or 
union for her branch of work, she would have 
been helped ; but the poor girl had only lived 
for the present, and she was alone in her need. 
I call her a girl, but she was in point of fact 
about twenty-two years of age. 

She heard of a public fund for those out of 
work, and applied for assistance. 

"No,'* was the reply; "being a single 
woman, without children to support, you are 
not a fit subject for our relief fund." 

And the busy secretary turned to the next 
one in the crowd of applicants that followed. 

"Just a few shillings, if you please, sir, to 
save me from being turned on the streets,*' 
pleaded Annie. 

Her prayer was hardly audible in the full 
room, and with a gesture she was dismissed. 

Outside she asked the way to' the nearest 
union workhouse, and wearily she walk-ed there 
through a cold, foggy atmosphere. 

" No," was again the response to her piteous 
appeal. " But you can come into the house. 
We give no outdoor relief to such cases as 
yours." 

To enter at once, to leave, as she thought, 
all chances of freedom and independent work 
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outside — Annie's heart, ill though she was, 
shrank from it In a dull, half- dazed condition, 
she went out of the great door again, and 
having wandered a few paces down the street, 
she leaned, weak and faint, against a high wall. 
Yet, weak as she was, three alternatives pre- 
sented themselves clearly to her mind. The 
first was death and forgetfulness in the great 
river; the second, starvation on the pavement of 
some obscure street ; the third was worst of all. 

To the river she found her way first. But 
how dark and cold the waters looked when she 
managed to get close enough to them for her 
purpose! She looked and shivered, looked 
again, and as hurriedly as her failing limbs 
permitted, got away from the sight and sound 
of the tide, that flowed darkly and mysteriously 
towards the unknown. 

What followed I will not tell — it was all too 
terrible. A year later. Lady Grahame, who 
sent her afterwards to the country, met her as 
she came out of a refuge, where she had been 
received at last in the extremity of her misery 
— a poor wasted creature, from whose life 
every gleam of hope seemed to have vanished. 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

As Helen seated herself, Annie opened her 
eyes, and smiled faintly. 
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'* I am glad you have come," she said. " My 
father and mother died when I was little, but 
I have two sisters in service at Gloucester. 
Will you be kind enough to write them a few 
lines for me ? " 

" That I will," replied Helen. " I need only 
write in pencil now in my note-book, and will 
copy it when I get home." 

A few lines were all Annie had to send, but 
in them she begged her sisters to let none 
tempt them to leave the plain path that was 
open before them, and besought them to strive 
to meet her in the presence of the Saviour, 
who had forgiven all her sins, and to whom 
she was about to commend her spirit. 

** Now I can sleep a little," she murmured, 
when Helen had finished. 

For a quarter of an hour she lay motionless, 
and the watcher sat almost as quietly, gazing 
alternately on the wan, dying face, and out 
through the half-open door at the sky, now 
blue and cloudless above. '*As high as the. 
heavens are above the earth," she repeated the 
words to herself, with others that precede and 
follow these, and she felt comforted as to the 
poor sister who lay there. 

When Annie opened her eyes again she said 
softly, " I have had such a happy dream. He 
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came and said to me, * Thy sins be forgiven 
thee/ and I was so strong and well. Now I 
will sleep again." And soon, with a sigh, her 
spirit fled to Him who gave and who had 
redeemed it. 

« « « « « 

An hour later Helen sat under a clump of 
fir-trees on a high part of the common. She 
had felt too much moved to return home 
quickly. Her head was in her hands, and she 
had been weeping. When she looked up, on 
hearing footsteps very near on the soft turf, 
she saw Ernest Myddleton. The sight of her 
tears quite unmanned him. 

" Helen ! Miss Warham ! What has troubled 
you ? " he asked abruptly, throwing himself 
down on the ground beside her as she sat. 

I cannot tell you how it came about exactly, 
but soon his arm was round her, and her weep- 
ing eyes were hidden on his shoulder. After 
a few moments, however, Helen roused herself, 
and put Ernest gently but firmly from her. 

** I can make no promises,'* she said. ''You 
know now that I love you ; but I have my 
mother and our home to think of first. I have 
pledged myself to both — to do all in my power 
to save my mother from changes that would 
break her heart, I believe." 
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" But, Helen, dearest one, I can help you in 
that." 

'* No, Ernest ; I will not let you bear so 
great a burden for my sake. Listeil! I will 
tell you what I have done. I did not mean to 
tell it to any one unless I was successful. No, 
not so, dear friend — I may call you that. Give 
me that hand. It must stay here in mine, or 
I will leave you and go home at once." He 
had wanted to draw her towards him again. 

Then Helen told all the story of her 
anxieties, and she described her interview with 
Mr. Eustace, and the state of suspense she had 
been in. 

" But, Helen, I can help you. I hate the 
idea of your trusting to that old cynic. You 
know I am my uncle's heir. Alderswood will 
be mine, if I am spared, some day, and I 
can " 

" You shall do nothing," said Helen. Look- 
ing quickly at her lover's face, which was 
becoming overclouded, she put her soft 'liand 
on his mouth. 

" If you say more you will grieve me, Ernest. 
And now, will you walk back with me as far 
as our gates, if you have time ? It comforts 
me to talk to you. I will promise to let you 
know the result of my visit to Moorfield." 




Digitized by VjOOQIC 



198 WEST DENE MANOR. 

'* At once, dearest ? Then you will not 
stop my pen as you have done my mouth," he 
added, as he drew her hand under his arm in 
a way that showed he meant ownership some 
day. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A YEAR LATER. 

** And so the shadows fall apart, 
And so the west winds play, 
And all the windows of her heart 
She opens to the day." 

|T was midsummer again, and West 

Dene and the country round it were 

aglow with beauty. 

Honest John Spence stood at his cottage 

door one evening, with a look of peace and 

content on his fine rugged face, while his 

wife sat under the porch knitting. 

Presently voices were heard approaching, 
and down the well-known path through the 
wood came Helen and Ernest Myddleton. 

The old woman's eyes brightened as she 
caught sight of them. 

"I never told ye, John, as how Td heard 
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Miss Helen was engaged to be married. I 
wasn't sure as it were true ; but this looks like 
it, don't it ? " 

"Aye, that it do/' said John; "an' he 
looks a fine, likely gentleman, too. That 
thought passed through my mind in church 
last Sunday, when I saw him standin' up aside 
of her." 

" An' may I be so bold as to ask if this is 
the gentleman as there's bin a little talk about 
lately ? " said old Spenee, after he and his wife 
had exchanged the usual greetings with Helen 
and her companion. 

Helen blushed, and before she could frame a 
fitting answer, he added, with a twinkle in his 
eye — "Ah! I can see that it's all right, Miss 
Helen — we don't need to say nothin' 'bout it. 
An' I'm sure, sir," he went on, turning to 
Ernest, "those as has known Miss Helen 
from her childhood may congratulate you most 
heartily." 

" I feel I am a most fortunate fellow," said 
Ernest, in reply, as he shook the old wood- 
man's hand warmly. 

" An' when is the weddin' to be ? " asked the 
old couple. 

"Ah! there's the difficulty!" said Ernest, 
laughing. "Miss Warham is so beloved in 
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West Dene that I am afraid it will be hard 
work to get her away from it." 

"Aye, to be sure!" sighed the old lady. 
" Ye must come over often an' see the old 
place, Miss Helen ; an' don't forget, when ye 
are in the neighbourhood, to pay us a visit. 
Ye'll be always right welcome." 

" You may be sure we shall not forget 
you, Mrs. Spence," said Helen, with a loving 
smile. 

" An' we've some good news of our own to 
give you, that ye'll be glad to hear, Miss 
Helen," continued the old woman, eagerly. 
'* Father, show the young lady the letter as 
we've just had from John." 

"Aye, to be sure. We've got good news of 
John at last, miss ! He's doin' fine out at 
Leadville, in Colorado. He sez as how he 
has had * a streak of luck ' in a mine as he has 
a share in — he calls it *a real Bonanzer,' what- 
ever that may be. I reckon it's somethin' 
good." 

" Is that letter an answer to the one I 
addressed for you to him about a year ago ? " 
asked Helen. 

" Aye. Ye see, he sez as how he couldn't 
write often, an' we're not to fret if we doesn't 
hear from him for a spell or so. John was 
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never very handy wi' his pen ; leastways, he 
had no fancy for that sort o' thing." 

"On'y to think it's a whole year since we 
wrote him that letter," put in Mrs. Spence. 

"Well, there's been many changes since 
then, an' most on 'em changes for the better — 
ain't they, Miss Helen ?" said the old man. 

" Yes, indeed," she replied, with a beaming 
smile of gratitude on her sweet face, as her 
thoughts dwelt on all that had happened in 
those twelve short months. 

Helen and Ernest wandered back through 
the wood. There were numberless paths lead- 
ing from it to West Dene. They chose one 
of the longest, and, leaving the wood behind, 
came out upon a grassy hill thick with bracken, 
fern, gorse, and heather. The evening sun 
was casting a golden glory over everything, 
gilding the tips of the dark firs, and illumining 
the landscape with an almost unearthly glow. 

'*Let us sit down for a little, Nell," said 
Ernest ; " this is glorious. What a magnificent 
sky!" 

They sat silent for some minutes; then 
Helen spoke. 

"Ernest, do you know it is exactly a year 
to-day since we met each other for the first 
time ? " 
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He smiled. " Did you think I had forgotten 
the circumstance ? '* he asked. 

" I don't know. It only struck me while 
we were talking to old Spence; I had not 
thought of it before." 

" But I had," said Ernest. " Do you think 
I could forget anything so important?" he 
added, with a mischievous smile. " Though, 
by-the-way," he went on, '*our first meeting 
must have taken place before that." 

*'0h, yes, I know," she answered. ''What 
I mean is, that that meeting was a special one." 

" Yet you rushed off the moment you had 
said * How d ye do.' Do you remember ? " 

" Rather ! " she said laughing. *' If I had 
not done so you would have had no supper. 
It seems so strange," she added meditatively, 
"to think how we lived in those days — such 
pinching and scraping; and everything is so 
changed now." 

"Yes, indeed," Ernest said playfully; "you 
have had care and anxiety enough. It shall 
not be my fault if you do not have a freer and 
brighter life now. You believe I shall be able 
to make you happy, don't you, darling } " he 
asked, bending over her lovingly. 

" Believe it ? " she said smiling ; " I know 
it, Ernest ! " 
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"After all," she went on thoughtfully, *' it 
IS as well, perhaps, that I have known some of 
the cares and anxieties that press so heavily 
on so many. Why should- 1 expect to be all 
my life free from trouble, when there is so 
much sorrow in the world ? We will try, will 
we not, Ernest, to help some of those who are 
less fortunate than ourselves ? " — and there 
was an earnest look in her sweet clear eyes 
that moved the young man much. 

He did not answer, but the clasp of his hand 
told her that their thoughts on that point were 
one. 

" Nell," he said suddenly, '* has it ever 
struck you that there is more than a cousinly 
love between Ted and Fay ? " 

" No," said Helen. " You surely don't 
think that ! " 

*' I am quite sure of it on Ted's side ; and 
you know there is nothing against it, the 
cousinship is so distant." 

"Yes," said Helen, thoughtfully. "You 
see, it never struck me, for we have been 
brought up so much together. How do you 
think they would suit ? " she asked, wist- 
fully. 

" Down to the ground," was his decisive 
answer. " Have I ever told you," he went 
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on, ** how Ted once described her to me before 
I had seen her ? " 

" No." 

"Well, he came out pat with a quotation 
from Sir John Suckling — he said it was most 
appropriate — 

* She is pretty to walk with, 
And witty to talk with, 
And pleasant, too, to think on.' " 

*'Yes, that is a good description of Fay," 
said Helen, smiling. 

" Do you think your mother would like the 
match, Nell ? " 

" I believe she would be delighted. I have 
often thought," she added, a little sadly, " that 
Fay, with her bright, merry-hearted ways, 
suited poor little mother better than myself. 
She often tells me I take things too seriously." 

" I only know she wouldn't have pulled 
through her troubles as well as she has done 
if it hadn't been for you, little woman," said 
Ernest, with a tender clasp of her hand. "Miss 
Fay is all very well, but you know tastes differ 
— this grave little person suits me best." 

''Well," she said smiling, "if the person I 
love best in the world is satisfied with me, I 
ought to be content/' 
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" It is getting late ! " cried Ernest, suddenly 
starting up. " Fay will pitch into us when 
we reach home." 

He wrapped Helen carefully in her little 
Shetland shawl, and, linking her arm in his, 
walked briskly homewards. 

They were at West Dene in about a quarter 
of an hour. The sun had set by the time 
they reached the gates ; but twilight had hardly 
begun, and a soft rose colour, fading into pale 
amber, still lingered in the western sky. 

"Oh, Ernest!" said Helen, pausing for a 
moment to watch the light through the trees, 
"to think how different things might have 
been ! How wonderfully good has come out 
of evil for us. 

' I can but trust that good shall fall, 
At last— far off— at last, to all'" 

" And every winter change to spring," mur- 
mured Ernest, softly. 

They were silent for some minutes, saying 
nothing, conscious only of each other's presence 
in that sweet dreamy condition in which lovers 
spend so much of their time together, while the 
uninitiated vainly wonder what they are finding 
to say to each other. ^ 

Their reverie was interrupted by a figure 
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which came rushing at full speed down the 
avenue. 

It was Fay. 

" Where on earth have you two been all this 
time } " she asked, unceremoniously linking her 
arm in Helen's. " There is quite a lev^e on 
the lawn/' she continued — ^* Dr. and Mrs. Gray, 
Mr. Eustace, Mr. Dennis, and Rex. Aunty 
has asked them all to stay to supper. We were 
just thinking of going in — it is beginning to get 
rather chilly." 

** Surely mother is not out still," said 
Helen, a little anxiously; "it is not good for 
her." 

" Aunty is so proud of being so much better, 
that she forgets at times to be prudent," re- 
joined Fay. 

" Ah ! here are the truants," cried the rector's 
cheery voice, as the three came in sight. 

''Aunty Nell, you are always going walks 
with Mr. Myddleton now. Every time I've 
come here you've been out with him." 

It was Rex who spoke, in rather an aggrieved 
tone. A year had made a considerable dif- 
ference in his appearance. He was growing a 
fine, manly little fellow, and talked and looked 
less like a baby than before. Robin had gone 
off to boarding-school, so Rex was advanced to 
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the dignity of being his father's chief com- 
* panion, of which honour he was very proud. 
He was almost as much at West Dene as ever, 
though he saw very little of Helen now. He 
did not quite understand why Ernest Myddleton 
monopolized so much of her time, and privately 
thought him very selfish. 

Mr. Dennis had become convinced some time 
ago that it was better to give up the idea of 
marrying again. He resumed his friendship 
with Helen on the old footing, and no con- 
gratulations were more sincere and hearty than 
those that had been offered to her by him on 
her engagement to young Myddleton. 

" I think, little mother, it is hardly wise for 
you to be out so late,'' said Helen, touching 
Mrs. Warham's arm. 

" I dare say you are right, Nell. I quite 
forgot the time." She rose as she spoke, and 
Ernest stepped forward to give her his arm. 

'* Really you must leave off treating me as an 
invalid," she said, laughing. 

** You must call it chivalry on my part," said 
Ernest, with a smile. As Helen watched her 
mother's bright expression of face, and her 
quick, light step, her heart was filled with 
gratitude, which found expression in a silent 
heartfelt prayer of thanksgiving. 
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As she turned, her face radiant with happi- 
ness, she encountered Mr. Eustace. 

"What is this unustcally bright sunshine 
for ? " he asked. 

She laughed. ** I think it is joy at seeing 
mother so much better ; but, in fact, it is im- 
possible not to feel bright when I think of the 
contrast between to-day and this time last year. 
Mr. Eustace, I feel we can never be grateful 
enbugh to you for the share you have had in 
making us all so happy," she added quickly. 

" I have not done much. I think, if the 
truth be told, the whole of us are greatly in- 
debted to you, child," he said, laying his hand 
on Helen's shoulder. " You, especially, I should 
say " — turning to young Myddleton — who had 
just joined them. " You have a treasure there, 
Myddleton ; mind you value her properly," he 
added. 

Ernest smiled, and taking her arm, led her 
off to the house. 

"Nell, Nell! "cried Fay. 

" Well, sprite, what now ? " asked her cousin, 
laughing. 

** I heard some of your conversation with 
Mr. Eustace, and the praise you bestowed on 
certain persons for their virtues ; and it struck 
me I might put in a word for poor old Uncle 
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Beauchamp. It certainly was good of him to 
leave us his money, not to speak of the further 
consideration he showed in departing this life 
just at the very moment when his wealth could 
be of service in saving West Dene." 

It is, perhaps, necessary to explain that Mr. 
Beauchamp, whose death had occurred some 
months before, had left the bulk of his fortune 
to the Warhams. This enabled them to pay 
off the mortgage money without having re- 
course to Mr. Eustace's generosity, though the 
old gentleman still insisted on bearing the ex- 
pense of Ted's education for his future career. 
Uncle Beauchamp's money did more than pay 
off the mortgage ; it placed the Warhams com- 
pletely beyond the reach of poverty for the 
future. 

" Fay, you are incorrigible," was Helen's 
reply to her cousin's remark. " But," she added 
gravely, '* we ought indeed to be very grateful 
to him." 

" And," said Fay, mimicking her tone, " very 
grateful to Providence for summoning him to 
his reward at such a convenient season." 

" Ah ! " she went on, as they entered the 
library, "I take credit to myself for having 
been a true prophet all through. I always felt 
we should never lose West Dene. I knew 
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something would turn up to keep us in the 
dear old place." 

Fay's voice softened, and something very 
like tears stood in her eyes. She turned 
abruptly to the window and looked out on the 
now fast gathering twilight. One bright star 
was twinkling in the sky. 

Suddenly Ted was at her side. " Fay," he 
said, "you have been like that star to me, 
shining when darkness was gathering round our 
home. Stay with me always } " 

She started. "Oh, Ted!" she exclaimed, 
turning her eyes, that shone like twin stars, 
upon him. But she saw in his what made her 
eyelids droop, and Ted knew that his request 
was granted. 



THE END. 
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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A HORSE. 

120 Entirely New Illustrations. ^tOy Cloth Elegant^ 
5/- (Postage ^\d.) 

" Had the Society 
for the Prevention of 
Cnielty to Animals 
published this, we 
should say it had 
published its best 
work.'' — Review. 

•• It would be diffi- 
cult to conceive one 
more admirably suit- 
ed to its pu pose." — 
NonconformisU 

"The story is sim- 
ply told and cleverly 
put together, and 
while it may be read 
with plea&ure and 
\ rofit by educated 
people, it is an excel- 
lent book to put into 
the hands of stable- 
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horses." 

Essex Standard* 

"As a book for 
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picturesque illustra- 
tions of all possible 
aspects of a horses 
career." 

Ipswich Journal 
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published in France and Italy. 

The present 4to Edition has been produced at great expense. It contains 
120 Illustrations by that eminent Artist, John Beer, Esq., facsimiled by 
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The Countess of Aberdeen writes of the Canadian Edition of "Beautiful J[oe" >-*'! am 
sure that all lovers of animals will welcome this book with eagerness as being eminently 
calculated to spread that knowledge and thought for dumb beasts which will lead to 
their humane treatment." 

'* The narrative is admirably conveyed and interesting from every point of view. If w« 
had our wish and our way, the book should be in every school and in every house."— ZAtf 

" The book Is charmingly got up, and would make an excellent schooI>prize.*'— ifr/Zw A 
Wetkfy, 

*' It is a capital story, and is certain to be popular among all loven of animals."— .SA^^iii 
^aily TiUgraph^ 

" For Sunday-school libraries and for reading alike in fSunilies, it b • most appropriata 
volume, sure to draw out the sympathies of young readers to their fonr>footed companions} 
and to teach them valuable lessons as to the right and kind treatment of dumb creatures." 
'—Tfu Freema$i, 
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After School. By Robert Overton. With 24 Illus- 
trations by Reinhold Thiele. 2nd Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Twenty-four complete short stories of 
school-life, home-life, and later-life, deal- 
ing largely with the experiences and 
adventures of the two boys Higgins and 
their companions, the scrapes they got 
into, and how they got out of them. 
With twenty-four full-page illustiations. 

"Schoolboys never tire of reading stories in 
which their fellows play the chief parts, and they 
will find a delightful collection of fresh tales in 
* After School,' by Mr. Robert Overton, who 
knows the English ^ public schoolboy so well 
that it is at times difficult to believe that he is 
not one himself at the present moment. There 
are 34 stoiies, chiefly the work of Higgins sen. 
and Higgins jun., and tbey are all so full of 
meijiment, and are all such perfect pictures of 
school life that it is difficult to determine which 
is the best amongst them. Birchingham Hall, 
the school these two delightful boys turn topsy- 
turvy, will remain a pleasant recollection long 
after the stories in which they relate their many 
deeds and misdeeds have tieen read and laid 
aside.'*— rA« Star^ 

"The funniest, most entertaining, and most wholesome collection of stories ever written. " 
^Christian Age* 

*' It contains a number of short stories, describing incidents of school-life, and purporting 
to be the work of the boys themselves. Some of them are highly \»}x^a3hW— Morning 
Post, 

"It Is clever, and the tales amaung and serions by turns. Indeed the stories are very 
•uiUble for hayt,"— Belfast Evening Telegraph, 

"The incidents are told with considerable cleverness, and there is a freshness about 
the whole story that every reader will appreciate.'*— CArri/Zatt World, 

"No 'boy' b too old to enjoy stories as fresh and refreshing as ^est,**—LeytofuioH4 
Exprus, 

"A book to delight all schoolboys. It is full of merriment, and of mischief, and of rattle 
and gfi,**— Glasgow Herald, 

London: jarrold and 5on5, lo and ii, Warwick Lane, EX. 

Of all Booksellers and at the Bookstalls. 
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Rex; OR, Winning the Vic- 
toria Cross. By L. Thompson, 
Illustrated by W. B. Wollen, 
R.I. 

An intricate plot, full of adventures by 
sea and land. Thrilling account of the 
rescue of the captive heroine — a unique 
and unprecedented wedding — the young 
couple taken prisoners — court-martial oi 
the young " General." Though the hero, 
through a mistake, runs away, he takes 
with him the tender home-training which, 
in its unconscious power over others con- 
stitutes the deep under-current of pathos 
through the story, showing how there are 
more ways than one of wmning the Vic- 
toria Cross. 

"A splendid story, which no boy can read 
without becoming enthusiastic over its startling 
and extraordinary 'moAtnts.^ Birmingham Ga- 
zette, 

*' Every boy will want to read it, and we can promise him a real treat in the realms of 
adventure." — Bel/cut News Letter* 

" Few better books have been publbhed this 3rear than Louisa Thompson's * Rex : or, 
Winning the Victoria Cross.* It is a rattling story."— 7"^^ Star» 

"A spirited story^ with sufficient adventure and interest to satisfy the most exacting young 
reader. The style is bright and effective." — Guardian, 

"A stirring story of heroism and moral courage, told with bright sympathy and a lively 
Imagination.— ^ra<^^<f Observer. 

" One of the very best books that it has been our privilege to look through this season."— 
Teacher^ Aid, 

*' Youthful readers will revel in the many adventures by land and sea which be&ll Rex."* 
Publishers' Circular, 

" This is a good, wholesome book for boys, full of incident, without a dull line from begin* 
oing to ttx^,"-^North Wilts Guardian, 

London: Jarrold and 5ons, lo and ii, Warwick Lane, E.C 

0/ all Booksellers and at the Bookstalls, 
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